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Advertifement, 

THE Poems of " the Divine Herbert" will be 
found more complete in this edition than in 
any that haa before appeared ; they were lirft printed 
at Cambridge in 1633, entitled "The Temple. Sa- 
cred Poems and Private Ejaculations, by Mr, George 
' Herbert," with a preface of " The Printers to the 
Reader," by Nicholas Ferrar, who was ufually called 
' The Proteftant Saint Nicholas, and the pious Mr, 
Herbert's brother;'* to this publication are added cer- 
tain Latin and Greek poems. Of the Temple, it has 
been remarked by his firft biographer, the Rev. Bar- 
nabas Oley, that " He that reads Mr. Herbert's poems 
attendingly, (hall finde not only the excellencies of 
Scripture Divinitie, and choice paf&ges of the Fathers 
bound up in meetre ; but the dofirine of Rome alfo 
finely and ftrongly confuted ; as in the poems ' To 
Saints and Angels,' ' The Briufti Church,' * The 
Chureh Militant,' " &c. 

Richard Baxter, in the preface to his Poetical 
Fragments (Lond. 1 68 1) fays: — " Next to the Scrip- 
ture Poems, there are none fo favoury to me as Mr. 

• Nicholas Ferrar tnnlhtei Valdeffo'i Divine Confideni- 

—In'picichird'i Life of Femt of Little GiddLng i< printed a 
Prayer by N. F. for ills friend George Heiiiert in hii Sicknefs. 



vi ADVERTISEMENT. 

George Herbert's and Mr. George Smdya'. I know 
that Cowley and otters far excel Herbert in wit and 
accurate compofure ; But {as Seneca cakes with me 
above all his coniemporaries, bccaufe he fpeaketh 
things \>y words, feelinglj' and ferioufly, like a man 
that is paft jeft, fo) Herbert Ipeaks to God like one 
that really believeth a God, and whafe bufinefs in 
this world is moll with God. Heart-work and 
Heaven-work mate up his books." 

Walton ftaces that Herbert, on his death-bed, de- 
livered the Temple to Mr. Edmond Duncon, his 
executor, with the following injunftion : " ' Sir, I 
pray deliver this little book to my dear brother Fer- 
rar, and tell him, he fhall £nd in it a pifhire of 
the many fpiritual conflicts that have pafled betwixt 
God and my foul, before I could fubjeft mine to the 
will of Jefus my mailer, in whofe fervice I have now 
found perfeft freedom ; defire him to read it, and 
then if he can think it may turn to the advantage of 
any dejefled poor foul, let it be made public ; if not, 
let him burn it, for I and it are lefs than the leaft of 
God's mercies.' Thus meanly did this humble man 
think of this excellent book, which now bears the 
name of The Temple, or Sacred Poems and Private 
Ejaculations! of which Mr. Ferrar would fay, there 
was the plfture of a Divine Soul in every page ; and 
that the whole book was fuch a harmony of holy 
paffions, as would enrich the world with pleafure and 
piety. And it appears to have done fo, for there 
have been ten tboufand of them fold fince the firfi 
impreflion."* 

In the life of Dr. Donne, Walton fays : — 

* Iiaik Walton pablifhed Ma life of Hoberc in 1670. In 



ADVERTISEMENT. vii 

f And in this enumeraaon of his friends, though 
many mult be omitted ; yet that man af primitive 
piety, Mr. George Herbert, may not : I mean that 
Geoi^ Herbert, who was the author of • The Tem- 
ple, or Sacred Poemi and Ejaculations,' a book, in 
which, by declaring his own fpiricual confliAs, he 
hath comforted and raifed many a dejeAed and dif- 
compofed foul, and charmed them into fweet and 
qoiet thoughts; a book, by the frequent reading 
whereof, and the afliftance of that fpirit that feemed 
to iofpire the author, the reader may attain habits 
of peace and piety, and all the gifts of the Holy 
Ghoft and Heaven, and may by ftill reading ftill 
keep thofe lacred firea burtiing upon the altar of fo 
pure a heart, as Ihall free it from the anxieties of the 



the fourth edition, 1674, Walton fiys, that " there hire been 
more than twenty thoufand of them fold lince the fiiA impref- 
fioD-" The Temple wai firft printed at Cambridge, i6]3) 
the fecand edition the fame year ; third edition \a 1634 ; 
feurth edit. 1635 ; fifth edit. 1638 j fiith edit, 1641 j fevenlh 
edit. 1656 ; eighth edit. 166a ; ninth edit. 16G7 ; tenth edit. 
1674} eleventh edit. 1679; twelfth edic 1703; tUrteenth 
edit 1709 ; faurteenth edit. Btillol, 1799; fifteenth edit. Lond. 
1S05. There itin Che Bodieian Library 1 MS. ibtmeriybelDDg- 
ii^ to Abp. Sancroft, and afrerwarda to Bp. Tanner, encicled 
" The oripnal of Mr. George Herbert'j Temple, as it wai at 
firft LiceoTed for the Prefle. W.Sancrofi;" beaudfiitly written 
in fi>lia, the pun^uatian alteied by Sancroft. Dr. Blila obfervci, 
that the pocim are the Cime with thofe ed. i6j6, on a flight 
coUatioa, there does not appear to be any Tarioui readingi, and 
but one tianfpolidon. On the title ii the poetical dedication, 
and at the liottom, original autographi. — B. Lany Procai. Tho. 
Bainbri^. M. Wren. WlUiam Beale. Tho. Fteman. There ii 
■1& in the fame Ubnry the tbilowing in MS. " Mr. Hetbert'a 
Temple and Church Militant, explained and improved by 1 
difcoutfe upon each poem, critical and practical, by Geo. Ry- 

'«)'t'7iS-" , ,Oou.;Ic 
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world, and keep it fixed upon things that are above. 
Betwixt this George Herbert and Dr, Donne there 
was a long and dear Iriendlliip, made np by fuch k 
fympathy of inclinations, that they coveted and joyed 
to be in each other's company ; and this happy 
ftiendlhip was ftill maintained by many &cred en- 
dearments." 

Of the Latin poems, three are appended to the 
original edition of his Remains, two are found in the 
Lacrymx Cantabrigienfes and Epicediam Cantabri- 
gienfe, and three more are given trom autographs 
in tlie hands of the publijher. Some others were 
firft printed by Dr. Ja. Duport, Profeflbr of Greek 
in the Univcrlity of Cambridge, at the end of a fmall 
volume," containing other fimilar produitions. They 
are introduced with this notice, " Epigrammata quie- 
dam pro dijeiplina Ecchfiie tioftnt ApshgetUa, eli- 
qust abbinc annit caafiripta a Gib. HerbertB, at 
quali el quanta vim et poeta, quam pio, quam inge- 
ninjo! di quo pr^ftat emninotactre quampauca dicere i 
prafertim cum eximiam ejus pietatim aJmirabilii in- 
gtnii fall cenditam loquetur Templum, loquitur Tern- 
pus, loquetur jEternitas. Hxc igitur carmtna, pa- 

* EccleliaDH Solomonit, Au&orc Joan. Viviano, Canticum 
Solomonii : ntenon Epigiammata Sacra per Ji. Duponum, 
A«edunt Georgii Heiberti Mulz Refponforii, ta. i66a. 
In Duporl's Mulk Subfecivz, &c. Camh. 1676, Svo. are Ladn 
Terfei addrefled to Herben ; alfo in a volume of Latin Poem) 
by Will. Dillmgham, D.D. of Camb. Bvo. 1678, are tranlla- 
rioni of five of Herbert's, Tii. The Church Porch, The Sacri- 
fice, Providence, Charmi and Knots, and Man's Medley. In 
the Poemi of Daniel Baker, M. A. 1697, will be jbund verfei 
" On Mr, George Herbert'! Poems, called the Temple." Thoft 
by CraOuw and Ford are printed at the end of the Conunendi- 
toiy VerfeB. , , 
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pus, hquetur ^temitas. Hiee igitur carmina, pa- 
lila ad moium et ekgantia, rou ffar^oV yyijVia rhaoi, 
et AuSaris genium plane redolentia, quafi aurea te- 
ranidis (yftiak-^v Mpiir^y Hem.) hca priarihus at- 
ttxiTt vijum tft" 

Tiie Greek and Ladn Poems entitled ParenttJia, 
were firfl printed at the end of a Sermon by Dr. 
Donne, on the death of Lady Dangers, the mother of 
G. Herbert. In the prefent volume every poetical 
fragment of Herbert's tias been inierted, that could 
be traced. 

The SrKAiiOGUE, or the Shadow of the Temple, 
by the Rev. Chriilophcr Harvey,* lirft printed 1640, 
is retained in this edition. By the kindnefs of the 
Rev. Dr. Blifa, Principal of St. Mary Hall, Oxford, 
the publifher is enabled to add a Poem, afcribed to 
Herbcrt.f entitled " a Paradox, that the ficke are in 
a better cale then the whole ;:" and alfo for fome 
particulars of C. Harvey. The Notes of S. T. Cole- 
ridge, occur in a copy of" the Temple which formerly 
belonged to him, and with whom it was a great £1- 
vorite. He appears to have contemplated editing a 
feleftion, with an occaiional verbal alteration. 

The Profe Works of Herbert conlift of the Prieft 
K) the Temple, Proverbs, Letters, &c. %hich are 
printed nnifotm with the Poems, with the Life by 
Barnabas Oley and Izaak Walton prefixed, and to- 
gether form the entire works of Herbert known to 
be extant. 

One of the moft fuccefsful imitators of Herbert 
was Henry Vaughan ; of whom Mr, X^tel fays, 

■ See the advertifement before the Synagogue, 

\ From a MS. colLciftion of Poems in the Bodleian Libruy, 

chiefly by Cambridge men, and written from 1647 to 1658. 
X Sec Vaughan'i Poemi, Lift, p. xnii. ftp. gvo. Pickering, 

lt47. b 
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" Juft at this time he became acquainted with the 
" wriringsofGeorgeHerbert,anddcrived from them 
" fo much of comibrt and inftruftion, that he deter- 
" mined to make the life aad compofitions of that 
" holy man his own future models. In imitation 
" therefore of ]m Temple, he compofed, during the 
" intervals of exemption from acute fufiering, a nnm- 
" ber of little ' Sacied Poems, and private Ejacula- 
" tions;' and while his Oxford friends were pub- 
" iiflui^ contrary to his wilhes, the Olor Ifcanus, 
" he gave the world a more iaithfiil record of his 
" mind and heart, in a collciUon of thefe, entitled, 
" ■ Silex Scintillans,' (Sparks from the flintftone.) 
" This work was printed in London in the year 
" 1650, and confifted of only one of the two parts 
" fubfequencly publilhed together." 

This edition of Herbert's Temple has been very 
carefully collated with the firft edition, and the ori- 
ginal orthography reftored, together with the ufe of 
italic and capital letters ; for which if any apology 
were needed The Author of the ChrifUan Year, a 
work whofe Chriftian feeling is in unifon with that 
of Herbert, fays in his preface to Hooker's Works — 
" that in puntiuation and ftill more in fpelling he 
" fhoidd himfelf prefer an exaft reprint of the ori- 
" ginal, excepting of courfe the palpable errors of the 
" prefs. In one refpefl efpecially, i. e. as a fpecimen 
" and monument of language, ancient books lofe very 
" much of their value by the neglefl of ancient or- 
" thography,"" 

■ Keble, preface to Hooker, p. viii. ed. 1S41. 
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COMMENDATORY VERSES. 

A UBMOUAL TO THE HONORABLE 

GEORGE HERBERT, 

AITTHOR OP THI SACKED POEMt, WHO DIED 



fCEAD O'er thele RipCurei with ( curioui Eye, 
^ You mult conclude, this Eagit fcunHl high : 
9 Menlgomn-j CaAle wu the place where he 
I Had hi! firil bwithing, and Nativitie, 
or that molt Noble Houfe this Hrrt came, 
Who IcA the World thii Legv;; of Fame. 
Greit Saint, unto thy Memory and Shrine 
1 owe all Venention, &<e Divine, 
For tby rare PoiMt : Piety and Pen 
Speak thee ao lefi thin Miracle of Men. 
The Gnca all, both Moral and Divine, 
In thee concenter, and with thee combine i 
Thefe Sacied LelTont, fet to thy fweet Lute, 
Wag Mufick that would make jiftllt mute i 
Nay, >11 thofe warbling Chanten of the Spring 
Would fit half Came To hear AT^im fing. 
What Province hath produc'd a greater Soul, 
Between the Arfliijue, and AntarQl^ue Pole, 



* la the Kegifter of Fugglefton and Bnnerton, the following 
entry occurs, " Mr. George Hubert, Efq. Parfon of Fnggltfton 
and Bcmertoo, wai buried 3 Jaj of Mamli, tiji," 
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Then fTaUi hach done? when Hcuikt'i Church OaM be 

A lafting Pytunid, for him and thee. 

Whac Father of a Church ; cin you leheirie. 

That gaio'd more Souli to God "Cwiit Profe and Verfe? 

What OnCor had mow Magoftiiiue Straini? 

What Poet Tuch a Fancy, Pen, or Braini, 

In onr Great Hierarchic ? Shew me the Man 

That Sang more fadly dun this dpng Slum, 

Thil Bird of Paiadife, this Glnmeerm bright. 

This Philomel, This Glorj of the Night, 

Senng the Deluge rage, the Cloudi ftill dark, 

ReiUefi below, return'd up to the Arlc, 

This Sacred Dove, before he Scaled the Skies, 

Rarely fet forth, the Worlds great Sacrifice ; 

A melting Poiu, all the reft fo high. 

That the Dull Worid may leam to Kve and die. 

Never did Pen humane, or Earing btain, 

£xprefs or vent fuch a Seraphique ftrain. 

You that are poai born, contend and ftrive. 

In rpite of Death, dead Hihiii«t to reviTe. 

Bring Wreaths of Larick, an immortal Tite, 

To SaloBt ficred Hill, for Obfequie. 

Parnaflua'Mowir uui ww/° diviKi, 

Tc i<m tb, Mufii ffjitr, iHU fTiw. 

Till Dilphian Pan laini/nmi ibttict to Rome, 

And ibiri laai mlirtmn'd m Major Dome j 

And tbmgt ibt Bijhop, and hh Ciirks do beafl ; 

That oldfaljr Fnfbcl ibtrc dtlh nit lit Rcafi. 

A lafting Spring of Blood Springs near that Hill, 

Then he did bathe ; there you your Viali fiU. 

'Twill melt your hearts, to view thofe defoladDnii 

Vet from that Spring flows higheft Infpirations. 

Therein your Annals Such Encomiums bring. 

To his memorial, as the Doves in Spring. 

Such moan, as JEgyfIs Vice Roy o 



BiBimiKTii Valleys with amazement fill. 
To the Sepulchre go, there Sacrifice 
The DilUllations of your Hearts and Eyes. 
When you depart, bU down, and kjli that Land, 

, .Google 
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Where once hu Maften facnd feet did ftind. 
No Art ot Engine can you iafely tnift 
To polilli him, but his own lacred Duft. 
Nor can you Flint, or Pencil him too high. 
Thai lir'd ind dy'd, without in entmy ; 
That left behind him, thie admired Tomb, 
But no £^ In Blkb'i iDome. 



An Epitaph upon the Honorable 
GEORGE HERBERT. 

^rOU weeping Mirblei ; Maiumaa we trufl, 

X Aa well with the Injurioua, ai the juft. 
When your great tmft at laft fhall be refign'd, 
And when hi) noble duft, Ihall be refind : 
Vou fball more Gold, Mytrh, FnnUncenJe tetDrn, 
Than dull be fbuad in gnat jliipiftia' Um. 
He wai the wonder, of a better ige, 
Th' Ectipf: of thii of emptie headi, the rage. 
Phcenii of ffa/ti of hi) great name the glory. 
A theme above all verfe, beyond all iloiy. 
A plan! of Patadife ; which, la a word, 
Wonm oe'ie Hull wither, as they did the Gourd. 
Go you unborn, itJcw dear HiauKT') Tomb ; 
No mare fuch Babci, are in Dame Natures Womb. 
No more fuch Blazing Comen (hall appear, 
NcH* leave Jb happy inJluenca here. 
Go thaw your hearts at hit celeffial fire. 
And what you cannot comprehend, admire. 

Go you duk Pfemi, dark even as the Skies, 
Make the &dla fa]l from our dark daiUng eyes. 
Mirrors were made to menii, not mar our fight, 
Glowworm) to glitter, in ih' moft gloomy Night. 
About thofe glorious Regions, he i) fled, 
Where once Saint Paul wa) wrapt and ravUhed. 

Htr"! a Dkmt, Pnpttt aad Pott lla. 
That lig'd up Manna_/w- fefiirimi. 

P. D. ECi.' '-'-V;!^' 
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The Church Militant. 

THE Churchet pcr^relj } la a Mallcr-picce, 
Lunn'd to the Lite ; Of E^pt Rome and Gteec 
Where'm lie g^va the ConcliTC fuch i blow. 
They ne'H Tfceiv'd from either friend or foe, 
Eiglmd and Fratut, do Ixii an equal Ihaie 
In hii predi^oni, which time will declare; 
Hen's height of malice, here'j prodigious luft, 
Impudent finning, cruelty, diftraS ; 
Here's black ingratitude, here's pride and Icom, 
Here'i damned Oalhs, that caufe the Land to Mourn . 
And here'i Oppreffion, markj of Future Bane, 
And faerc'l Hjpocrifie, the Counter-pane. 
Here's lore of Gwbmi, cnrfed Root of all. 
And here') Religion turn'd up to the wall : 
And could we fee with Hzkbut's Eagle eyes. 
Without Checkmate Religion welhvard flies. 
A moft fad Sacrifice was made of late 
Of Gods poor Lambs by Pharafaiqoe hate. 
Foe IXlcipline with Dofirine fo to jarr. 
Was juft like bringing Juftlce to the Ban. 
Wai it the will, at judgment, or commandai 
Of the great PUel, for to pa& the Sands ; 
Well may we hope; That our quick-fighted Stale 
Will take God's grierince into a debate. 
Cathedral Priefb, long fince have laid about. 
Hammer and Totigs, to drive Religion out. 
Her Giace and MajeAy, makes them fo frud. 
They cry content, and (o Efpoufe her Maid. 
She's decent, lovely, chafte. Divine they fay. 
She loves their Sons, that fing our fins away. 
Could we tut count the Thoufanda every year 
Thefe dreams confume, The Mufick is too dear. 

m>in Eli'i &«. madi i<ixurj ritir God, 
Tbtir WlJirwi nam'd ibeir poflbavi Icabod. 

TAey iili loireJJaii, Godsjac^id Ark war lafi. 

Though ihiy bad iiiUb it, a mofi migbtj Hofi. 
Well may ingratitude make u> all mourn ; 

Pearls we receive, poor Pebbles we return. 
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Now Siiiu IS fwillowing Tihrr j if the Tb<n<Hi, 

Bjr IctCins in Chem both, pollute her (treams ; 

Or if the San Dull connlTe or wink, 

Beware the Tbmu/trie/i ; Migrimui bine. 

O let me die, ud not furrive to fee 

Before my death, Rellgiont Obfequie. 

Religion and deu Tnith will pioie it length 

The Alfta and Omiga of our Strength ; 

Our Bun, our Jacbin, our Great Britaiiu glory, 

Look'd OD by Otvti, is a Roman dck ftoty. 

Our Qoud, that comes behind u> in the day, 

Night! fiery Kllar, to direft our way. 

Out Chariots, Ships, and Hotiemen, to withftand 

The tiiry of our Foea by Sea oi Land. 

Our Eyes may fee, ai hath been feen beibre, 

Religion') Foes lie floating on the Shore : 

The head oi E-iglmd, church proud Babih, but 

Will Faith defend, and peace will Jatm Oiut. 

Mverjm Imfia. 
Anno 1670. 



Lines intended to be placed under 
Herbert's Portrait. 

BEHOLD aa Orator, Divinely fage, 
The Frofkii ; and Apofilt of that age. 
View but his Psrci and Timple. you (hall lee 
The Body of Kvine FKhfipbj. 
Examine well the Line* of hi) dead Face, 
Therein you may difcern, Wifdom and Grace. 
Now if the Shell fo lovely doth appear. 
How Orient, was the Pearl, ImprifonM heit. 
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ON MR. G. HERBERTS BOOK, 

Entituled, the Temple of Sacred Poems, 

Sent to a Gentlewoman. 

KNOW jou site, on what you lookci 
Divinell Lore lie) in tbii booke s. 
ElpeSJDg file froiQ your eyes. 
To kindle diii liis ficiifiu. 
WIkd your Handi untie chefe fbingi. 
Think you have an Angel by ch' wingi. 
One thai gladly will b« nigli. 
To wait upon eacii morning figh* 
To flutter in the bilmy aire 
Of your well-peifumed Piayer. 
Thefe while Plumes oS his beele lend you, 
Which e»eiy day to Heaven will fend you i 
To take acquaintance of the fphati. 
And all the fmootb-f^c'd kindred there. 
And though Hiritrt'i name doc owe 
Thefe Devotions, f^reft ; know 
That while 1 lay them on the Ouine 
Of your white Hand, they are mine. 

R. Craftiaw, Sirpi n lit Tnnpit 1646. 

Lines with Herbert's Poems. 

THE Pmi'i now become a fritfi, and layes 
Hi] Poem Xt your feet, eipefls no B^a 
But your aicfftana ; ikiTit It with your eyes. 
And make this cffiriag prove ijacr'tfict. 
The Vdbl fite ihat'i in your breaft, wil! bum 
Up all hia drolTe, and make it IfKcnJi tume ; 
And then your linile a fecond lift; will give, 
Hee'l fear no death, if you but bid him live. 
Pardon thii bold ambitign, 'til hii drift. 
To make the jUtar ^nOifie the Gift. 
ViGt this TemfU, at your vaciinl houres, 
Twai Hirkerli Poem once, but now tia Ytsri. 

Thoiniu Forde. Lova Lahyrinib 1660. 



The Printers to the Reader.* 

if HE dedication of this work having been 
made by the Authour to the Divine 
Majefiit onely, how (hould we now 
prefume to interefl any niortall man 
in the patronage of itf Much leffe think we it meet 
to feek the recommendation of the Mufes, for that 
which himfelf was confident to have been infpired 
by a diviner breath than flows from Helicon. The 
world therefore, ftiall receive it in that naked fim- 
plicitie, with which he Jeft it, without any addition 
either of fupport or ornament, more than is included 
in itfelf. We leave it free and unfbreftalled to every 
mans judgment, and to the beneiit that he fhall linde 
by perufall. Onely for the clearing of fome pafliiges, 
we have thought it not uniit to make the common 
Reader privie to fome lew particularities of the con- 
dition and difpolition of the Perfon. 

Being nobly born, and as eminendy endued with 
gifts of the minde, and having by indullrie and happy 

* The Printer, at this period, meant what we now term Edi- 
tot. Wilii>n,I[i hisLiteofHerbcit,raystlia['theTempleciune 

■ to be prinEed wichouC the addition or diminution of i fyllibie. 

■ — five only that Mr. Fertat hith added that excelknt pre&ce 
' that is printed before it.' The Grft edltioa wai printed at 
Cambridge 163 J. , 
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education perfefled them to that great height ofez- 

cdlencie, whereof his fellowfliip of Trinitie Colledge 
in Cambndge, and hia Orator-fliip in the Uoiverfitie, 
together with that knowledge which the King's 
Court Had. taken of him, could make relation farre 
above ordinarie. Quitting both his defcrta and all 
the opportunities that he had for worldly preferment, 
he betook himfelf to the Sanfluarie and Temple of 
God, choofmg rather to ferve at God's Altar, then 
to fcek the honour of State-em ploymenta. As for 
thofe inward enforcements to this courfe (for outward 
there was none) which many of thefe enfuing verles 
bear witnefle of, they detrafl not from the freedome, 
but adde to the honour of this refolution in him . As 
God had enabled him, fo he accounted him meet 
not onely to be called, but to be compelled to this 
fervicc : Wherein his faithfull difchargc was fuch, as 
may make him julUy a companion to the primitive 
Saints, and a pattern or more for the age he lived in. 

To teftifie his independencic upon all others, and 
to quicken his diligence in this kinde, he ufed in his 
ordinary fpeech, when he made mention of the bleffed 
name of our Lord and Saviour Jefua Chrift, to adde. 
My Mafttr. 

Next God, he loved that which God himfelf hath 
magnified above all things, that is, his Word : fo as 
he hath been heard to make folemne proteAation, that 
he would not part with one leaf thereof for the whole 
world, if it were offered him in exchange. 

His obedience and conformitie to the Church and 
the difcipline thereof was Angularly remarkable: 
Though he abounded in private devotions, yet went 
he every morning and evening with hk &milie to the 
Church ; and by his example, exhortations, and en- 
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cour^emcnta drew the greater part of his pariihioncrs 
to accompany him dayly in the publick celebration 
of Divine Service. 

As for worldly matter*. Jus Jove and eiteem to 
them was fo little, aa no man can more ambidoully 
feek, then he did eamelUy endeavour the rciignation 
of an Eccleliaflical dignitie, which he wa^ pofleflbur 
of. But God pcrniittcd not the accompllfhmcnt of 
this deiire, having ordained him his inlbument for 
re-edifying of the Church belonging thereunto, that 
had layen ruinated alnioft tweniy yeares. The repa- 
ration whereof, having been unefieflually attempted 
by publick colleftions, was in iheend by his own and 
fome few others' private free-will-offerlnga fucceff- 
fully effefled. With the remembrance whereof, a$ 
of an efpeciall good work, when a friend went about 
to comfort him on his death-bed, he made anfwer, 
// is a goad work, if it be ffriaiied with the hioud tf 
Chrift : otherwife than In this refpeft he could finde 
nothing to glorie or comfort himfelf with, neither in 
this, nor in any other thing. 

And thefe arc but a few of many that might be 
faid, which we have chofen to premife as a glance 
to fome parts of the enfuing book, and for ia example 
to the Reader, We conclude all with his own Motto, 
with which he ufed to conclude ail things that might 
feem to tend any way to his own honour. 

Left than the Uaft of Gods mercies. 

[Nicholas Ferrar.] 



I. THE TEMPLE. 

The Dedication. 

LorJ, my frft fmils pn/eut ibemfehes totbet; 
Yet not mint neither : for from thee they eame, 
Andmuft Tttttrn. Accept of them sndnie. 
And make sis ftrive, e>bo jballfing beji thy name. 
Turn their eyes hither, wbe Jhall make a gain 
Theirs, who Jhall hurt themfelves or me, refrain. 

I . The Church-porch. 

Perirrbanterium. 

^HOU, whofe fwect youth and early 
hopca inhance 
Thy rate and price, and mark thee for 

Hearken unto a Verfer, who may chance 
Ryme thee to good, and make a bait of pleafure : 

A verfe may finde him, who a fermon flies, 

And turn delight into a facrifice. 

Beware of lull ; It doth pollute and foul 

Whom God in Baptifme walht with hia own blood: 

It blots thy leflbn written in thy foul ; 

The holy lines cannot be underflood. 
How dare thofe eyea upon a Bible look, 
Muchlefle towards God, whofe luftisali their book! 
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Abftain wholly, or wed. Thy bounteous Lord 
> Allows thee choife of paths : uke no by-wayes ; 

But gladly welcome what he doth afford; 

Not grudging, that thy lull hath bounds and ftaies. 
Continence hath hia joy : weigh both ; and fo 
If rottennefie have more, let Heaven go. 



If God had laid all common, certainly 
Man would have been ih' inclofer : but finee now 
. God hath impal'd us, on the contrarie 
Man breaks the fence, and every ground will plough. 
O what were man, might he himfetf mifplace 1 
Sure to be crofle he would fliift feet and face. 

Drink not the third gMe, which thou canft not tame. 
When once it is within thee j but before 
Mayfl rule it, as thou lift : and poure the fhame. 
Which it would poure on thee, upon the floore. 
It is moft juft to throw that on the ground. 
Which would throw me there, if I keep the round. 

He that is drunken, may his mother kill 
Bigge with his fitter : he hath loft the reins. 
Is outlawd by himlelf: all kindc of ill 
Did with his liquor Hide into his veins. 
The drunkard forfets Man, and doth deveft 
All worldly right, fave what he hath by bealt. 

Shall Ij to pleafe anothers wine-fprung minde, 
Lofe all mine own ? God hath giv'n me a meafute 
Short of his canne, and bodie; muft I finde 
A pain in that, wherein he findes a pleafure I 
Stay at the third glalTe : if thou lofe thy hold. 
Then thou art modeft, and the wine grows bold. 
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If reafon move noc Gallants, quit the room ; 
(All in a ftiipwrack fluft their fcverall way) 
Lei not a common ruine thee intombe : 
Be not a beaft in courtefie, but ftay. 

Stay at the third cup, or forego the place. 

Wine above all things doth Gods ftamp deface. 

Yet, if thou linne in wine or wantonnelle, 
Boaft not thereof; nor make thy ftiame thy glorie. 
Fiailtie gets pardon by fubmiffivenefle j 
But he that boafb, Jhuts that out of his Aorie : 
He makes flat warre with God, and doth defie 
With his poorc clod of earth the fpaeious Dcy. 

Take not his name, who made thy mouth, in vain : 
It gets thee nothing, and hatlTno excufe. ^*'' ''*'"'. ~ 
Luft and wine plead a pleafure, avarice gain : 1 <c,.^ \ 
But the cheap fwearer through his open fluce h^^ 

Lets his foul runne for nought, as little fearing : 
Were I an EpUitre, I could bate fwcaring. 

When thou doft tell anothers jeft, therein 

Omit the oathes, which true wit cannot need ; 

Pick out of tales the mirth, but not the finne. 

He pares his apple, that will cleanly feed. 
Play not away the vertue of that name, 
Whichis thy beft ftake, when griefs make thee tame. 

The cheapeft finnea moft dearly puniiht are ; 
Becaufe to fliun them alfo is fo cheap : 
For we have wit to mart them, and to fpare. 
O crumble not away thy louls fair heap. 

If thou wilt die, the gates of hell are broad ; 

Pride and full finnes have made the way a road. 
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Lie not ; but let thy heart be true to God, 
Thy mouth to it, thy actions to them both : 
Cowards tell lies, and thofe that fear the rod ; 
The ftormie working foul fpits lies and froth. 
Dare to be true. Nothing can need a ly : 
A &ult, which needs it moft, grows two thereby. 

Flie idlenefle, which yet thou canft not ftie 
By drefling, miitreCing, and complement. 
If thofe take up thy day, the funne will crie 
Againlt thee ; for his light was onely lent. 

God gavethyfoulbrave wings; put not thofe feather'^ 
Into a bed, to fleep out all ill weathers. 

Art thou a Magiftrate f then be fevere : 
If ftudious ; copie feir what time hath biurr'd ; 
Redeem truth from his jawes : if fouldier. 
Chafe brave employments with a naked fword 

Throughout theworld. Foolnot; forallmayhavc. 
If they dare try, a glorious life, or grave. 

O England! full of Anne, but moft of lloth; 
Spit out thy fiegme, and fill thy breitl with gloric : 
Thy Geniric bleats, as if thy native cloth 
Transfof'd a (heepilhnefle into thy ftorie ; 
Not that they all are fo ; but that the moft 
Are gone to graCe, and in the pafiure loll. 

This loiTe fprings chiefly from our education. 
Some till theirground, but let weeds choke their fonne : 
Some mark a partridge, never their childes fafliton : 
Some (hip them over, and the thing is done. 

Studie this art, make it thy great defigne ; 

And if Gods image move thee not, let thine. 
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Some great ellates provide, but do not breed 
A maft'riDg minde j lb both are loA thereby : 
Or cU they breed them tender, make them need 
All that they leave : this \a flat povertie. 

For he, that needs five thoufand pound to live 
Is fiiU as poore as he, that needs but five. 

The way to make thy Tonne rich, 'a to fill 
His minde with reft, before his trunk with riches : 
For wealth without contentment, climbes a hill. 
To feel thofe tempelb, which fly over ditches. J 

But if thy Tonne can make ten pound his meifure. 
Then all thou iddeft may be call'd his treafure. 

When thou doft purpofe ought, (within thy power) 
Be fure to doe it> though it be but fmall : 
Conftancie knits the bones, and makes us Aowre, 
When wanton pleafures becken us to thrall. 
Who breaks his own bond, forfeitcth himfelf: 
What nature made a fbip, he makes a Ihclf. 

Doe all things like a man, not fneakingly : 

Think the king fees thee fiill ; for his King does. 

Simpring is but a lay-hypocrifie : 

Give it a corner, and the clue undoes. 
Who fears to do ill, lets himfelf to talk : 
Who fears to do well, fure Ihould wear a malk. 

Look to thy mouth : difeafcs enter diere. 
Thou haft two feonles, if thy ftomach call ; 
Carve, or difcourfe ; do not a famine fear. 
Who carves, is kind to two ; who talks, to all. 

Look on meat, think it dirt, then eat a bit ; 

And lay wiihall, Ewth to earth I commit. 
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Slight thofe who lay amidft their fickly healths. 
Thou liv'ft by rule. What doth not fo, but man ? 
Houfes are built by rule, and common-wealths. 
Entice the trufty funne, if that you can. 

From his Ecliptick line ; becken the fkie. 

Who lives by rule then, keeps good companie. 

Who keeps no guard upon himfelf, is flack, 
\ And rots to nothing at the next great thaw. 
Man is a (hop of rules, a well-trulT'd pact, 
Whofe ewry paxcell under-writes a law. 

Loie not thyfelf, nor give thy humours way : 
God gave them to thee under lock and key. 

By all means ufe fometimes to be alone. 

Salute thy felf : fee what thy foul doth wear. 

Dare to look in thy cheft ; for 'tis thine own : 

And. tumble up and down what thou find'ft there. 
Who cannot reft till he good fellows finde. 
He breaks up houfe, mms out of doores his minde. 



Be thriftie, but not covetous : therefore pve 

Thy need, thine honour, and thy friend his due. 

Never was fcraper brave man. Get to live ; 

Then live, and ufe it: elfe, it is not true 
That thou haft gotten. Surely ufe alone 
Makes money not a contemptible ftone. 

Never exceed thy income. Youth may make 
Ev'n with the yeare ; but age, if it will hit, 
Shoots a bow Ihort, and leflens ftiU hia ftake. 
As the day lefTcns, and his life with it. 

Thy children, kindred, friends upon thee call ; 

BeioTC thy journey Iwly part with all. 
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Yet in thy thriving Itill mifdoubc fome evil ; 
Left gaming gain on thee, and make thee ditnme 
To all thii^ ek. Wealth is the conjurers devil i 
Whom when he thinks he hath, the devil hath him. 
Gold thou mayft fafely touch; but if it lUck 
Unto thy hands, it woundeth to the quick. 

What Hulls it, if a b^ of ilones or gold 

About thy neclc do drown thee? raife thy head ; 

Take ftarres fca money ; ilarres not to be told 

By any art, yet to be piirchafed. 

None is fo wafteiiill as the fcraping dame : 
She loTeth three tor one ; her foul, reft, &me. 

By no meant mnne in debt : take thine own meafure. 
Who cannot live on twentie pound a yeare. 
Cannot on fourlie : he's a man of pleafure, 
A kinde of thing that's for itfelf too deere. 

The curious unthriit makes his cloth too wide. 
And fpares himfelf, but would his taylor chide. 

Spend not on hopes. They that by pleading clothes 
Do fortunes feek, when worth and fervice fiiil. 
Would have their tale beleeved for their oathes, 
And are like empty veflels under &il. 

Old courtiers know this j therefore let out fo. 
As all the day thou mayft hold out to go. 

In clothes, cheap handfomenefle doth bear the bell. 

Wildome's a trimmer thing, than lliop e're gave. 

Say not then. This with that lace wiU do well ; 

But, This with my difcretion will be brave. 
Much curioufnefle is a perpetual wooing. 
Nothing with labour, folly long a doing. 
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Play not for gain, but fport. Who pkyes for more. 
Than he can lofe with pleafure, flakes his heart : 
Perhaps his wives too, and whom {he hath bore : 
Servants and churches aJfo play their part. 

Onely a heraiild, who that way doth paJIe, [glalTc. 

Findes hia crackt name at length in the ehorch- 

If yet thou love game at fo deere a rate. 
Learn this, that hath old gamefters deciely cofl:: 
Doft lofe ? rife up : doft winne ? rife in that Hate. 
Who ftrive to fit out lofing hands, arc loft. 
Game is a civil gunpowder, in peace 
Blowing up houfes with their whole increafe. 

In converfation ijoldneffe now bears fway. 
But know, that nothing can fo foalilh be. 
As empty boMnefle : therefore firft aflay 
To ftuife thy minde with folid braverie ; 

Then march on gallant : get fubftaniiall worth ; 

BoldnelTe guilds finely, and will fet it forth. 

Be fweet to all. Is thy complexion fowre f 
Then keep fuch companie ; make them thy allay : 
Get a fliarp wife, a fervant that will lowrc, 
A ftumbler fiumbles leall in rugged way. 

Command thyfelf in chief. He lifes warre knows. 
Whom all his pafliona follow, aa he goes. 

Catch not at quarrels. He that dares not fpeak 
Plainly and home, is coward of the two. 
Think not thy &me at ev'ry twitch will break: 
By great deeds (hew, that thou canft little do; 

And do them not : that Jhal] thy wifdome be ; 

And change thy temperance into braverie. 
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If that thy fame with ev'ry toy be pord, 1 

Tis a thinne web, which poyfonoin fencics mate ; I 
But the great fouldiers honour was cotnpofd 
Of thicker ftufic, wliich would endure a fluke. 

WiTdome picks friends ; civilitie pl^es the reft. 

A toy IhuDn'd cleanly pafleth with the beft. 

Laugh not too much ; the wittie man laughs leaft : 

For wit is newes only to ignorance. 

Lefle at thine own things laugh ; left in the jeft 

Thy peribn fharc, and the conceit advance. 
Make not thy fport, abufes : for the fly. 
That feeds on dung, is coloured thereby. 

Pick ou I of mirth, like ftonea oat of thy ground, 

Pro/aneneUe, filthinelTe, abufivenejle. 

Thefe are thefcurame, with which courfewitsabound: 

The fine may fpare thefe well, yet not go lefle. 
All things are bigge with jeft : nothing that's plain 
Bat may be wittie, if thou haft the vein. 

Wit's an unruly en^ne, wildly ftriking 
Sometimes a friend, fometimes the engineer: 
Haft thou the knack ? pamper it not with liking : 
But if thou want it, buy it not too decre. 
Many afiefling wit beyond thdr power. 
Have got to be a jdcarc fool for an houre. 

A fad wife valour is the brave complexion. 
That leads the van, and fwallows up the cities. 
The g%Ier is a milk-maid, whom inie£iion. 
Or a fii'd beacon frighteth from his ditties. 

Then he's the fport : the mirth then in him relts. 
And the fad man is cock of all his jefls. 
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Towards great perfons ufe refpefUve boldnefle : 
That temper gives chem theirs, and yet doth take 
Nothing from thine : in fervice, care, or coldnefle 
Doth ratably thy fortunes marre or make. 
Feed no man in his finnes : for adulation 
Doth make thee parcell-devil in damnation. 

Envie not greatnefle : for thou mak'fi thereby 
\ Thyfelf the worfe, and fo the diftance greater. 
Be not thine own worm : yet fiich jealoufie. 
As hum not others, but may make thee better, 
la a good fpurre. Corrcfl: thy palEons fpite i 
Then may the beafta draw thee to happy light. 

When bafenefle is exalted, do not bate 
, The place its honour, for the perfons fate. 

The Ihrine is that which thou doft venerate; 

And not the beaffl, that bears it on bis back. 
I care not though the cloth of Hate fhould be 
Not of rich arras, but mean tapeftrie. 

Thy friend put in thy bofome : wear his eies 
Still in thy heart, that he may lee what's there. 
If caufe require, thou art his facnfice ; 
Thy drops of bloud muft pay down all his fisu- ; 

But love is lofl ; the way of iricndfhip's gone ; 

Though David had his Jonathan, Chrift his Jthn. 

Yet be Tiot furety, if thou be a father. 

Love is a perfonall debt. I cannot give 

My childrens right, nor ought he take it : rather 

Both friends Ihould die, than hinder them to live. 

Fathers iirft enter bonds to natures ends ; 

And are her fureties, ere they are a friends. 
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If thou be lingle, all thy goods and ground 
Submit to love ; but yet not more then all. 
Give one eftate, as one life. None is bound 
To work for two, who brought himfelf to thrall. 
God made me one man ; love makes me no more. 
Till labour come, and make my weaknefle fcore. 

In thy difcourfe, if chou defire to pleafe : 
AH fuch is courteous, ufefull, new, or wittie : 
U&AilnefTe comes by labour, wit by cafe ; 
Courtefie grows in court ; news in the dtje. 

Get a good flock of thefe, then draw the card ; 

That fuites him bell, of whom thy fpeech is heard. 

Entice all neatly to what they know beft ; 
For fo thou doft thy felf and him a pleafure : 
(But a proud ignorance will lofe his reft. 
Rather than fliew his cards) Heal from his treafure 
What to aOc further. Doubts Vfell-raiTd do lock 
The fpeaker to thee, and prcferve thy ftock. 

If thou be Malter-ganner, fpend not all 
That thon canft fpcak, at once j but hulband it. 
And ^ve men turns of fpeech : do not fbrellall 
By lavilbneHc thine own, and others wit. 
As if thou mad'ft thy will. A civil gueft 
Will no more calk all, than eat all the feaft. 

Be calm in arguing : for lierceneiTe makes // 
Errour a fault, and truth difcourtefie. ^^ 

Why fliould I feel another mans miftakes i' 
More, than his JicknefTes or povertie ? i 

In love I fhould : but anger is not love. 
Nor wifdomc neither ; therefore gently move. 
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Calmnefle is great advantage : he that lets 
' Another chafe, may warm him at his fire : 

Mart all hb wandringa, and enjoy his ftcts ; 

As cunning fencera fufier heat to tire. 

_ ,v^ Truthdwels not in the clouds : the bow that's there 
^' Doth often aim at, never hit the (phere. 

Mark what another fayes ; for many are 
Full of thcmfclves, and anfwer their own notion. 
Take all into thee ; then with equall care 
Ballance each dramme of reaTon, like a potion. 
If truth be with thy friend, be with them both : 
Share in the conqueft, and confefle a troth. 

Be ufeful where thou liveA, that they may 
Both want, and wifh thy pleafing prefence fiill. 
KindnelTe, good pans, great places are the way 
To compalTe this. Finde out mens wants and will. 

And meet them there. All worldly joyea go lefle 

To the one joy of doing kindnefles. 

Pitch thy behaviour low, thy projefls high ; 
So Ihalt thou humble and magnanimous be : 
Sink not in fpiric : who aimeth at the Iky 
Shoots higher much than he that means a tree. 
A grain of glorie miit with humblenelTe 
Cures both a fever and IcthaigictneiTe. 

Let thy minde ftill be bent, ftill plotting where. 
And when, and how the bufinefle may be done. 
Slacknelle breeds worms ; but the fure traveller. 
Though he alight fometimes, ftill gocth on. 
Aflive and flirring fpirits live alone : 
Write on the others. Here lies fuch a one. 
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Slight not the fmalleft loffe, whether it be 
In love or honour ; take account of all : 
Shine like the funne in every corner : fee 
Whether thy ftock of credit fwell, or fell. 
Who fey, I care not, thofe I give for Joft j 
And to inftruft them, 'twill not quit the coft. 

Scorn no mans love, though of a mean degree; 

(Love ia a prefent for a mightie king,) 

Much lefle make an/ one thine enemie. 

As gunnes deftroy, fo may a little Hing. 
The cunning workman never doth refufe 
The meanell: tool, that he may chance to ufe. 

All fbrrain wifdome doth amount to this. 
To take all that is given ; whether wealth. 
Or love, or language ; nothing comes amilTe ; 
A good digellion turaeth all to health : 
And then as farre as fair behaviour may. 
Strike off all fcores ; none are fo cleare as they. 

Keep all thy native good, and naturalize 
All fortain of that name ; but fcorn their ill : 
Embrace their aftivenefTe, not vanities. 
Who follows all things, forfeiieth his will. 1 
If thou obfervell flrargers in each fit. 
In time they'l runne thee out of all thy wit. 

Afie£t in things about thee cleanlinelTe, 
That all may gladly board thee, as a ilowre. 
Slovens take up their ftock of noifomeneflc 
Beforehand, and anticipate their hfl houre. 
Let thy mindcs fwcetnefs have his operation 
Upon thy body, clothes, and habitation. 
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In A!m« regard thy means, and others merit. 

Think hear'n a better bargain, then (o give 

Onely thy fingle market-money for it, 

Joyn hands with God to make a man to live. 
Give to all fomething ; to a good poore man. 
Till thou change names, and be where he began. 

Man is Gods image ; but a poore man is 
Chrifts ftamp to boot ; both images regard. 
God reckons for him, counts the &vour his : 
Write, So much giv'n to God ; thou flialc be heard. 
Let thy almes go before, and keep heav'iis gate 
Open for thee j or both may come too late, 

Reftore to God his due in tithe and time : 
A tithe purloin'd cankers the whole eftaie. 
Sundaics obferve : think when the bells do chime, 
Tis angels mufick ; therefore come not lace. 
God then deals bleiEngs : If a king did fo. 
Who would not hafte, nay give, to fee the fhow ? 

Twice on the day his due is underftood ; 
For all the week thy food fo oft he gave thee. 
Thy cheere is mended ; bate not of the food, 
Becaufe 'tis better, and perhaps may fave thee. 

Thwart not th' Almighty God : O be not crofle. 

Fall when thou wilt ; but then 'tis gain. Dot loiTc, 

Though private prayer be a brave defigne. 
Yet publick hath more promifes, more love : 
And love's a weight to hearts, to eies a ligne. 
We all are but cold fuitoursj let us move 

Where it is warraeft. Leave thy fix and fevcn ; 7* 
Pray with the moft: forwheremoftpray, is heaven. . 
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When once thy foot enters the church, be bare. 
God is more there, then thou ; for thou art there 
Onely by hb permiffion. Then bevrare. 
And make thyfelf all reverence and fear. 

Kneeling ne're fpoil'd filk flocking : quit thy fUte. 

All equal] are within the churches gate. 

Refort to fcrmons, but to prayers moll : 
Praying's the end of preaching. O be dreft; 
Stay not for th' other pin : why thou haft loft 
A joy for it worth worlds. Thus hell doth jeft 
Away thy bleffings, and extreamly floot thee, 
Thyclotlie3beingfaft,butthyroalIoofe about thee. 

In time of fervice feal up both thine eies. 

And fend them to thine heart j that fpying finne. 

They may weep out the llains by them did rife ; 

Thofe doorcs being ftiut, all by the eare comes in. \ 
Who marts in church-time others fymmetrie, 1 \ 
Makes all their beautie his deformitie. ' 

Lee vain or bulie thoughts have there no part : 

Bring not thy plough, thy plots, thy pleafures thither. 

Chrift purg'd his temple ; fo muft thou thy heart. 

All worldly thoughts are but thceves met together 
Toxouzin thee. Loot to thy aftions well i 
For churches either are our heav'n or hell. 

Judge not the preacher ; for he is thy Judge : 
Ifdiou miflite him, thou cooceiv'ft him not. 
God callcth preaching folly. Do not grudge'. 
To pict out treafures from an earthen pot. 

The worfl fpeak fomcthing good : if all want fenfe, 
God takes a text, and preacheth patience. - j 
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He that gets patience, and the bleffing which 
Preachers conclude with, hath not loft his pains. 
He that bj" being at church efcapes the ditch. 
Which he might fall in hy companions, gains. 
He that lovea Gods abode, and to combine 
With faints on earth, (hall one day with them fliine. 

Jell not at preachers language, or erpreffion : 
Howknow'ft thou, but thy fmnes made him mifcarrie? 
Then turn thy feulcs and his into confeffion; 
" God fent him, whatfoc're he be : O tarry, 
And love him for his Mafter : his condition. 
Though it be ill, makes him no ill Phylician. 

None fhall in hell fuch bitter pangs endure 
I As thole, who mock at Gods way of falvation. 
Whom oil and balfames kill, what falve can cure i 
They drink with greedinefle a full damnadon. 

The Jews refiifed thunder ; and we, folly. 

Though God do hedge us in, yet who is holy ? 

Summe up at night, what thou haft done by day; 

And in the morning, what thou haft to do. 

DrelTe and undreffe thy foul : mark the decay 

And growth of it: if with thy watch, that too 
Be down, then winde up both, lincc we fliall be 
Moft furely judg'd, make thy accounts agree. 

In brief, acquit thee bravely; play the man. 

Look not on pleafures as they come, but go. 

Deier not the leaft vertue ; lifes poore fpan 

Make not an ell, by trifling in thy wo. 

If thou do ill, the joy fades, not the pains : 
Jf well ; the pain doth iade, the joy remains. 
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Superli 



iminare. 

THOU, whom the former precepts have 
Sprinkled and taught, how to behave 
Thj lelf in church ; approach, and talle 
The churches myfticall repaft. 

Avoid profenenefle ; come not here : 
Nothing but holy, pure, and cleare. 
Or that which groneth to be fo. 
May at hia perill fiirther go. 

3. The Altar. 

A broken Altar, Lord, thy fervant reates. 

Made of a heart, ant^' cemented with teares : 

Whofe parts are as thy hand did frame ; 

No workmana tool hath touch'd the fame. 

A Heakt alone 

Is fuch a ftonc. 

As nothing but 

Thy pow'r doth cut. 

Wherefore each part 

Of my hard heart 

Meets in this frame. 

To praife thy name : 

That, if I chance to hold my peace, 

Thefe ftones to praife thee may not ceafe. 

O let thy blelTed Sacrifice be mine. 

And JanfliGe this Altar to be thine. 
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4. The Sacrifice. 

OH all ye, who paffc by, whofc eyea and minde 
To worldly tilings are fliarp, but to me bljnde ; 
To me, who took eyes that I might you fiude : 
Was ever grief lite mine ? 

The Princes of my people make a head 
Againft their Maker: they do wilh me dead. 
Who cannot Wifli, except I give them bread : 
Was ever grief like mine J 

Without me each one, wiio doth now me brave. 
Had to this day been an Egyptian flave. 
They life that power againft me, which I gave : 
Was ever grief like mine? 

Mine own Apofile, who the bag did beare. 
Though he had. all I had, did not forbeare 
To fell me alfo, and to put me there : 

Was ever grief like mine ? 

For thirtie pence he did my death devife. 
Who at three hundred did the ointment prize. 
Not half fo fweet as my fweet facrifice : 

Was ever grief like mine f 

Therefore my foul melts, and my hearts deare treafure 
Drops bloud (the only beads) my words to meafure : 
let this cup paffe, if it be thy pleafure : 

Was ever grief like mine ? 
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Thefe drops being temper'd with a finnere tears, 
A Salfome are for both the Hemifpheres, _ ' 

Curing alt wounds, but mine ; all, but my fears. 
""^ Wai ever grief like mine > 

Yet my Difciplcs deep : I cannot gain 
One houre of watching ; but their drowfic brain 
Comforts not me, and doth my doftrine ftain : 
Was ever grief like mine ? 

Arjfe, arife, they come. Look how they runne 
Alas ! what hafle they make to be undone ! 
How with cheir lanterns do they feek the funne ! tl'- 
~"" "Was ever grief like mine? 

With dubs and fiaves they feek me, as a thiefi ' ' 
Who am the way of truth, the true relief, 
Moft true to thofe who are my greateft grief: 
Was ever grief lite mine? 

yudai, dofi thou betray me with a kiile f 

Canft thou finde hell about my lips .' and milTe j 

Of life, juft at the gates of life and blilTe i 

Was ever grief like mine? ' 

See, they lay hold on me, not with the liands 
Of iaith, but fiirie j yet at their commands 
I fufier binding, who have loos'd their bands ; 
Was ever grief like mine? 

All my Difciples flie; fear puts a barre 
Betwixt my friends and me. They leave the ftarre. 
That brought the wife men of the Eaft from fiirre : 
Was ever grief like mine? 
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Then from one ruler to another bound 
They leade me : urgmg, that it wa^ not Ibnnd 
What I taught : Comments would thetext confound. 
~^ Was ever grief lilte mine ? ~~ 

The Priefts and rulers aJl lalle mtnefle feck 
'Gainfl him, who feeks not life, but is the meek 
And readie Pafcha] Lambe of this great week : 
Was ever grief like mine? 

Then they accafe me of great blafphemie, 
■_- That I did thruft into the Dcitie, 
f ^ ■ ' Who never thought that any robberie : 

Was ever grief like mine? 

Some faid, that I the Temple to the floore 
In three days raz'd, and raifed as before. 
Why, he that built the world can do much more : 
""^ Was ever grief like mine? 

Then they condemne me all with that fame breath, 
. Which I do give them daily, unto death, 
■■ i i Thus ,<^^fljw my firft breathing rendererh : 

' Was ever grief like mine? 

They binde, and leade me unto Hend: he 
Sends me to Pilate. This makes them agree; 
But yet their friendfliip is my enmitie. 

Was ever grief like mine ? 

Hirod and all his bands do fct me light, 
J Who teach all hands to warre, fingers to fight, 
J \^ And onely am the Lord of hofts and might. 
■"^^ Was ever grief like mine? 
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Herod in judgment fits, while I do ftand ; 
Exunines me with a cenforious band : 
I him obc7, who all things die cammand : 

Was ever grief like mine i 

The yews accufe vac with defpitelulneflc ; 
And Tying malice with my gentleneUci 
Pick quarrela with their ooely happincfle : \ 
Was ever grief like mine ? 

I anfwer nothing but with patience prove 
If ftonie hearts will melt with gentle love. 
fiat who does hawk at eagles with a dove i 

Was ever grief like mine? 

My lilence rather doib augment their criej 
My dove doth back^into my bofome fljc, \ 
BeeaiSe 'SeT^ng waters" ftill areTiigh : ^^ 

Was ever grief like mine ? 

Hark how they eric aloud ftill, Crucifit: ,. .' 

? It it net fit be live a daj, they crie. 
Who cannot live lefle than eternally : ) 

Was ever grief like mine ? 

Pilate a ftranger holdech off; but they. 
Mine own dearc people, cry. Away, away. 
With noifes coofiired frighung the day : 

Was ever grief like mine? 

Yet ftill they fhout, and crie, and flop their earei. 
Putting my liie among their finnes and fears. 
And therefore wiih my bhud on them and tbein ; 
Was ever grief like niine ?^ , 
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i , '' See how fpite cankers thiogs. Thefe words aright 
/ UliJd, and wifhed, are the whole worlds light : 
But hony is their gall, brightnefie their night : 
^ Was ever grief liltc mine ? 

,1 ' They choofe a mnrderer, and all agree 

' , '^ . Jn him to do themfelves a courtefie j I - !■ i 

I For it was their own caufe who killed me : '"^ "i iji] 

■ ^,,v Was ever grief like mine? .^ 

And a fedidous murderer he was : 
rBut I the Prince of peace ; peace that doth palTe 
; ,,. ! All underftanding, more Chan heav'n doth glafle : 
Was ever grief tike mine ? 

Why, Cefar is their oaely King, not I : 
; He clave the ftonie rock, when they were drie ; 
But furely not their hearts, as I well trie : 

Was ever grief like mine ? 

Ah ! how they fcourge me ! yet my tendcrncfle ' 
jDoubles each laih : and yet their bitternefie 
Windes up my grief to a myfterioufiielTe : 

Was ever grief like mine J 

They buffet me, aad box me as riiey lift. 
Who grafp the earth and heaven with my fift. 
And never yet, whom I would punilh, mifs'd : 
Was ever grief like mine? 

. '' Behold, they fpic on me in fcornfull wife ; 

, x ' Who by my fpittle gave the blinde man eies, ^ , 



Leaving his blindnelTe i 

Was ever grief like mine .' 



\^ 
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My face they cover, though it be divine. 
As Me/ei .fece was vailed, fo is mine. 
Left on their double-dark fouls cither fhine : 
Was ever grief like mine ? 

Servants and abjefts flout me ; they are wittie : ' -, ; 
Nate pnpbtfie wbo ftrikts thte, \% their dittie. 
So they in me denie themfelves all pitie : 

Was ever grief like mine ? 

And now I am deliver'd unto death, y 

Which each one cals for fo with utmoft breath, ' '- 
That he before me well-nigh iufereth i ( 
Was ever grief like mine? 

Weep not, deare friends, ftnce I for both have wept J 
When all my tears were bloud, the while you flept; 
Your tears for your own fortunes Ihould be kept : i . 
Was ever grief like mine i 

The fouldiers lead me to the common hall ; 
There they deride me, they abufe me all : ^ 

Yet for twelve heav'nly legions I could call : 
Was ever grief like mine ? 

. Then with a fcarlet robe they me aray ; ^'. . 

* - Which fliews my bloud to be the onely way, '-^ ' 
And cordiall left to repair mans decay : 

Was ever grief like mine? 

Then on my head a crown of thorns I wear; . / 
For thefe are all the grapes Sioti doth bear, ^ 

Though I my vine planted and warred there : 
Was ever grief like inine ? 
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. /So flu the earths great curie in Jdami fall {jjc/-^ ' 
^ Upon my head j lb I remove it all ^ 

From ih' earth unto tny browa, and bear the thrall ; 
Was ever grief like mine } 

I, Then with the reed they gave to me before. 
They llrike my head, the rock from whence all ftore 
Of heav'nly bleflinga ifliie evermore : 

Was ever grief like mine ? 

They bow their knees to me, and cry, Hai! Hug ." 
What ever fcoSes or fcornfiilnefle can bring, 
1 am the floore, the fink, where they it fling : 
Was ever grief like mine f 

Yet fince mans fcepters are as fioil as reeds. 
And thorny all their crowna, bloudie their weeds ; 
■ I, who am Truth, turn into truth their deeds : V 

Was ever grief like mine.' 

The fouldiers alfo fpit upon that &ce 
Which Angels did dcfire to have the grace, ,> 

And Prophets once to fee, but found no place : 
Was ever grief like mine f 

Thus trimmed ibrth they bring me to the rout. 
Who Crucifie bim, crie with one ftrong IhouL 
God holds his peace at man, and man cries outi . 
Was ever grief like mine f 

They leadc me in once more, and putting then 
Mine own clothes on, Chey leade me out agen. 
Whom devils flie, thus is he tolT'd of men : 

Was ever grief like mine? 
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And now wearie of fport, glad to ingroQe 
All fpiw in one, counting my life their loJIe, 
Tfaey Carrie me to my moft bitter crofTe : 

Wm ever grief like mine f 

My croile I bear my felf, untill I &int : 
Then Simon bears it for me by conftraint. 
The decreed burden of each mortall Saint: \\ 
Was ever grief like mine .' 

O alije whofafe by, hheld and fee : 
/Man ftole the fruit, bnt I mull climbe the tree ; 1. 
The tree of life to all, bnt onely me: 

Was ever grief like mine ? 

Lo, here I hang, chatg'd with a world of finne. 
The greater world o' th' two ; for that came in 
By words, but this by forrow I mult win : 

Was ever grief like mine ? 

Such forrow, as if finfiil man could feci. 
Or ^el his part, he would not ceafe to kneel. 
Till all were melted, though he were all Aeel. 
Was ever grief like mine J 

Bat, O my Gad, my God! why leav'ft thou me. 
The fonne, in whom thou doft delight to be ? 
My Gid, my G»d — ■ 

Never was grief like mine \ 

Shame tears my foul, my bodie many a wound; 
Sharp naila pierce this, but Iharpcr that confound ; 
Reproches, which are free, while I am bound : 

Was ever grief like mine ?. ' 
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Now heal thyfelf, Phyfician ; now come down. 
Alas ! I did fo, when I left my crown 
And fathers fmile for you, to feel his frown : 
Was ever grief like mine f 

In healing not myfclf, there doth confiif 
All that falvation, which ye now refiK; 
Your fafetie in my ficknefle doth fubiift : 

Was ever grief like mine ? 

Betwixt two theeves I fpend my utmoft breath. 

As he that ibr fome robberie fuffereth, 

Alas ! what have I ftollen from you i death ; 

Was ever grief like mine ? . 

A king my title is, prefixc on high ; . 

Yet by my fubjefta am condemn'd to die 

A fervile death in fervile companie : — 

Was ever grief like mine? V"" 

They gave me vineger mingled with gall, i 

But more with malice: yet, when they did call, 
1 With Manna, Angels food, I fed them all : 

Was ever grief like mine ? 

They part my garments, and by lot difpofe 

My coat, the type of love, which once cor'd thofe 

Who fought for help, never malicious ibes : 

Was ever grief like mine i 

Nay, after death their fpite fhall fiirther go ; 
For they will pierce my fide, I fiill well know ; 
That as finne came, fo Sacraments might flow ; 
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But now I die ; now all is finifhed. 
My wo, mans weal : and qpw I bow my head : 
Onely let others fay, when I am dead, 

. Never ww grief like mln^.. \ 



O" 



5. The Thankfgiving. 

H King of grief ! (a title flrange, yet true. 

To thee of all kings onely due) 

Oh King of wounds ! how fliall I grieve for thee, 

I Who in all grief preventeft me i 

Shall I weep bloud ? why, thou haft wept fuch ftorc, 

'- X 4 That all thy body was one doore. 

Shall I be fcourged, flouted, boxed, fold f j <j '^ 
I Tis but to tell the tale is told. V:' ' 

My God, my God, why doft thou part f rem me? 

Was fuch a grief as cannot be. 
Shall I then ling. Supping, thy dolefiiU ftorie. 

And fide with thy triumphant glorie? 
Shall thy llrokes be my ftroking ? thorns, my flower } 
I Thy rod, my pofie ? croffe, my bower f 

' But how then ihall I imitate thee, and 

'(j^ ^ Copie thy fair, though bloudie hand? i^ 

, Surely I will revenge me on thy love. 

And trie who (ha]l viftorious prove. 
If thou doft give me wealth; I will reftore , '. , 

All baet unto thee by the poore. 
If thou doft give me honour; men fliall fee, t^' 

The honour doth belong to thee. .~' 

I will not marry; or, if ftie be mine, '' ' i ' 

She and her children fliall be, thine. 
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My boCome friend, if he blafpheme thy name,- iK/ -& 

I will tear dience his love and feme, 'y-^'-'^ 
One half of me being gone, the reft I give 

Unto fome Chapcll, die or live, 1 

As for thy paffion — But of that anon, ■'? .;; v\ ' 

When with the other I have done. V 

For thy predeftination, lie contrive, . ^ 

That three years hence, if I furvive, .. L^ 

I'lc build a fpitile, or mend common vrayes, \r' 

But mend mine own without delayes. 
Then I will life the works of thy creation, 

Aa if I ufd them but for fefliion. I 

The world and I will quarrell ; and the yeare ft 

Shall not perceive, that I am here, i I 

My mufick fhall finde thee, and cv'ry ftring 

Shall have his attribute to ling ; 
; That all together may accord in thee, '' 

And prove one Go3, one harmoaie. 
If thou flialt give me wit, it fliall appeare. 

If thou haft giv'n it me, 'tis here. 
Nay, I will reade thy boolce, and never move 

Till I have found therein thy love ; 
Thy art of love, which I'le turn back on thee. 

Oh my deare Saviour, Viflorie ! 
Then for thy paiEon — I will do for that — 

Alas, my God, 1 know not what, v 



6. The Reprifall. 

I HAVE confider'd'it, and finde 
There isnodealingwithchymightypaffior 
For though I die for thee, I am behinde ; 

My finnes deferve^the condemnation. 
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O make me innocent, that I / 

Fee; V 



, aStCTitan^ecl fiate and tree . 
And yet thy wounds ftill my attempta defie. 
For by thy death I die for thee. 

Ah ! wai it not enough that thou 
By thy eternall glorie didft outgo me f / • 

Couldft thou not grieis fad conijuelts me allow, ' r 

But in all vifl'ries overthrow me? 

Yet by conftffion will I come / 

Into the conqueft. Though I can do nought / 
Againft thee, in thee I will overcome I 

The man, who once againft thee fought.\ 



7. The Agonie. 

PHILOSOPHERS have mcafor'd mountains, 
Fathom'd thedeptha ofrcas ,offtate5,andkiDgs, 
Walk'4jsith_^fta;^ to heav'n, and traced fountains: 

But there are two vaft, fpacious things. 
The which to meafure it doth more behove : 
Yet few there are that found them ; Sinne and Love. 

Who would know Sinne, let him repair 
Unto mount Olivet ; there fliall he lee 
A man fo wrung with pains, that all his hair. 

His Jkinne, hia garments bloudie be. 
Sinne is that prefTc and vice, which forceth pain 
To hunt his cruell food through ev'ry vein. 

Who knows not Love, let him ailay. 
And taftc that juice, which on the crofle 8 pike 
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Did kx again abroach ; then let him hy 

lie\et he did taftc the like 
Love is that li^upur fweec and moft divine, 
WHich my God feels as bloud ; but I, as wii 



8. The Sinner. 



LORD, how I am all ague, when I feek 
What I have treafur'd in 



Since, if my foul make even Vfith die week. 

Each feventh note by right is due to thee. 

I finde there quarries of pil'd vanities. 

But Ihreds of holinefle, that dare not venture 
To fliew their 6ce, fince crofle to thy decrees : 

There the circumference earth is, hcav'n the centre. 

In fo much dregs the quintellence is fmall ; 
The fpirit and good extraft of my heart 
Comes to about the many hundredth part. 

Yet, Lord, reftore cliine image, heare my call : 

And though my hard heart fcarce to thee can 

Remember that thou once didft write in ftone. 



9. Good Friday. 



O^ 



1 MY chief good. 
How fhall I meafure 01 
How Jhall I count what thee befell. 
And each grief tell i 
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Shall I thy woes 
Number according to thy foes ! 
Or, fince one ftarre fliow'd thy firft breath. 

Shall all chy death i 

Or fliall each leaf. 

Which falls tn Aatiunne, fcore a grief? 
Or cannot leaves, but fruit, be llgne. 
Of the true vine ? 

Then let each houre 
Of my whole life one grief devoure; 
That thy diilreflc through all may runne. 

And be my funne. 

Or rather let 
My feverall finnes their forrows get; 
That as each beall his cure doth know. 

Each Unne may fa. 

Since bloud is fitteft. Lord, to write 
Thy forrows in, and bloudje fight ; 
My heart hath ftore ; write there, where in 
One box doth lie both ink and finne : 

That when finne fpies fo many foes. 
Thy whips, thy nails, thy wounds, thy woes. 
All come to lodge there, Anne may fay, 
Ne rBomftr me, and flie away. 

Sinne being gone, oh fill the place. 
And keep poJTefiion with thy grace i 
Left iinne take courage and return. 
And all the writings blot or bum. 
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10. Redemption. 

HAVING been tenant long to a rich Lord, 
Not thriving, I reiblved to be bold. 
And make a fuit unto him, to afford 
A new fmall-rented leafc, and cancel! th' old. 

In heaven at hia manour I him (ought : 

They told me there, that he was lately gone 
About Ibme land, which he had deuly bought 

Long fince on, earth, to take polleffion. 

I ftraighl return'd, and knowing his great birth. 
Sought him accordingly in great reforts ; 
In cities, theatres, gardens, parks, and courts : 

At length I heard a ragged noiTe and mirth 

Of theeves Euid murderers : there I him efpicd, 

WhaAiai^t, Tnur/uith granted, faidf and died. 



II. Sepulchre. 



O 



BLESSED bodie ! Whither art thou thrown ? 
No lodging for thee, but a cold hard ftone ? 
many hearts on earth, and yet not one 
Receive thee ? 



Sure there is room within our hearts good ftore ; 
For they can lodge tranjgreflions by the fcore : 
Thoufands of toyes dwell there, yet out of doore 
They leave the^. 
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But that which lliews them Urge, fliews th,«n unfit. 
Whatever Anne did this pure rock commit. 
Which hoJds thee now ? Who hath indi^ it 
Of murder i 

Where our hard hearts have took up fionea n> brain 

thee. 
And mifliiig this, moft laUel}' did arraigne thee ; 
Onely thefe ftones in quiet entertain thee. 
And order. 

And as of old, the law by heav'nlj' art. 
Was writ in Aone ; fo thou, which aUb art 
The kncr of the word, find'ft no fit heart 
To hold thee. 

Yet do we ftill perfiA as we began. 
And fo fliould perilh, but that nothing can. 
Though it be cold, hard, foul, from loving man 
Withhold thee. 



12. Eafter. 

RISE heart; thy Lord is rifen. Sing his praife 
Without delayes. 
Who takes thee by the hand, that thou likewife 

With him mayft rife : 
That, as hia death calcined thee to duft, ' - , 
His life may make thee gold, and much more juft. 

Awake, my lute, and ftruggle for thy part 

With all thy art. 
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The crolle taught all wood to refound his name 
Who bore the fame. 
His ftretched finews taught all ftrings, what tiey 
Is belt to celebrate this molt high day. 

ConfoTt both heart and lute, and twill a long 
Pleafant and long ; 

Or fince all muiick is but three parts vied. 

And multiplied ; 

kc thy blefled Spirit bear a part, 

And make up our defefta with his fweet art, 

1 got me flowers, to ftraw thy way ; 
I got me boughs off many a tree ; 
But thou waft up by break of day. 

And brought*!! thy fweets along with thee. 

The Sunne arifing in the Eaft, 

Though he give light, and th' E^ft perfume ; 

If they Ihould oifer to contcft 

With thy arifing, they prefume. 

Can there be any day but this. 
Though many funncs to (hinc endeavour f 
We count three hundred, but we mifie : 
There is but one, and that one ever. 
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^ Lord, who createdft man in wealth and ftore. 
Though fooliflily he loft the fame, 
^ Decaying n 
^ Till he became 
Moft poor : 





' As larks, harm oniou fly, 
^And fing chb day thy viftories : 
/Then fliall the 611 further tlij Right i 



r tender age in forrow did begii 
^ And ftill with ficknefles and Ihi 
, Thou didft fo panilh finne, 
^ That I became 
, Molt cbii 



' With thee 

' And feel this day thy viftorie, 
^ For, if I imp my wing on thi 
^Affliftion fliall advance the flight 
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14. Holy Baptifine. 

As he that fees a dark and fliadie grove, 
Stayes not, but looka beyond it on the ftiie } 
So when I view my linnes, mine eyes remove 
More backward ftill, and to that water fiie. 

Which is above the heav'ns, whofe fpring and rent 
Is in my dear Redeemers pierced fide. 
O blefled ftreams ! either ye do prevent 

And ftop our fmnes from growing thick and wide. 

Or elfe give tears to drown them, as th^ grow. 
In you Redemption meafures all my time. 
And fpreads the plaiiter equall to the crime : 

You taught the book of life my name, that fo. 

Whatever future linnes ftiould me mifcall. 
Your firA acquaintance might difciedit all. 



15. Holy Baptifme. 

SINCE, Lord, to thee 
A narrow way and little gate 
Is all the paflage, on my infiuicie 

Thou didll lay hold, and antedate 
My faith in me. 

O let me M\ 
Write thee great God, and me a cbJIde : 
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Let mc be foft and fupple to thy will. 

Small to myfelf, to others milde, 
Behitherill. 

Although by Health 
My ficfli gel on ; yet let her fitter 
My foul bid nothing but prcfcrve her wealth : 
The^owih of flefh is but a bMei ; 
^ Childhood is health. 



1 6. Nature. 

FULL of rebellion, I would die. 
Or light, or travell, or denie 
That thou haft ought to do with me. 

O tame my heart; 
It i; thy higheft art 
To captivate ftrong holds to thee. 

If thou flialt let this venome lurk. 
And in fuggeltions fume and work. 
My foul will turn to bubbles ftraight. 

And thence by kinde 
Vanifli into a winde. 
Making thy wofkmanfhip deceit. 

O fmooth my ru^d heart, and there 
Engrave thy rcv'rend law and fear ; 
Or make a new one, fince the old 

Is fapleJTe grown. 
And a much fitter ftone 
To bide my dnft, then thee to hold. 
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17. Sinne. 

LORD, with what care haft thou begin m round ! 
Parents firft ftalbn us : then fchoolmallers 
Deliver us to laws ; they fend us bound 
To rules of reafon, holy meflengers. 

Pulpits and fundayes, forrow dogging finne, 
AlBifUons forted, anguilh of all fizea. 
Fine nets and ftratagems to catch us in. 

Bibles laid open, millions of furprifes, 

BleSings beforehand, tyes of gratefulneiTe, 
The found of glorie ringing in oor eareaj 
Without, our ihame; wichio, our confciences ; 

Angels and grace, etemall hopes and fears. 

Yet all chefe fences and their whole aray 
One cunning bofome-finne blows quite away. 



1 8. Afflidion. 

WHEN firft thou didft entice to thee my heart, 
I thought the fcrvice brave : 
So many joyes I writ down for my part, 

Befides what I might have 
Out of my ftock of naturall delights. 
Augmented with thy gracious benefits. , 
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I looked on thy furniture fo fine. 

And made it fine to me ; 
Thy glorious houJhold-Aufie did me entwine. 

And 'lice me unto thee. 
Such flarres I counted mine : both heav'n and earth 
Payd roe py wages in a world of mirth. 

What pleafiires could I want, whofe King I ferved. 
Where joyes my fellows were? 

Thus argu'd into hopes, my thoughts referved 
No place for grief or fear ; 

Therefore my fudden foul caught at the place. 

And made her youth and fiercenelTe feek thy face : 

At firft thou gav'fl me milk and fwectneiTes ; 

I had my wilh and way: 
My dayes were flraw'd with flow'rs and happinefTe ; 

There was no moneth but May. 
But with my yeares forrow did twifi and grow. 
And made a partie unawares for wo. 

My flefh began unto my foul in pain, 

Sickneflcs cleave my bones, 

Confuming agues dwell in ev'ry vein. 

And tune my breath to grones : 

Sorrow was all my foul ; I fcarce beleeved. 

Till grief did tell me roundly, that I lived. 

When I got health, thou took'fl away my life. 
And more; for my friends die: 

My mirth and edge was loft ; a blunted knife 
Was of more ufe then I, 

Thus thinne and lean without a fence or friend, 

I was blown through with ev'ry ftorm and winde. 
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Whereas my birth and fpirit rather took 

The way that takes the town ; 
Thou didft betray me to a lingring book. 

And wrap me in a gown. 
I was entangled in the world of Ilrife, 
Before I had the power to change my life. 

Yet, for I threatned ofi the fiege to raife. 
Not fimpring all mine age. 

Thou often didlt with Academick praife 
Melt and diiTolve my rage. 

I took thy fweetned pill, till I came neare ; 

I could not go away, nor perfeverc. 

Yet left perchance I ihonld too happie be 

In my unhappinefle. 
Turning my purge to food, thou throwell me 

Into more licknellcs. 
Thus doth thy power crofs-biaa me, not making 
Thine own gift good, yet me from my ways taking. 

Now I am here, what thou wilt do with me 
None of my boob will Ihow : 

I reade, and Agh, and wifii I were a tree ; 
For fure then I fliould grow 

To fruit or fliadc : at leaft fomc bird would truft 

Her houlhold to me, and I Ihould be juft. 

Yet, though thou troubleft me, I muft be meek ; 

In weaknelle muft be Itout. 
Well, I will change the fervice, and go feck 

Some other matter out. 
Ah my deare God ! though I am clean forgot. 
Let me not love thee, if I love thee not. 
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19. Repentance. 

LORD, I conielTe my finne la great; 
Great ia my finne. Oh ! gently treat 
With thy quick flow'r, thy momentarie bloom; 
Whofc life iliU preffing 
la one vndrefling, 
A flesdie umingat a tombe. 

Mans age is two houres work, or three ; 
Each day doth round about us fee. 
Thus are we to delights : but we arc all 

To forrows old, 

IfUfbbe told 
From what life feeleth, Adams iail. 

O let thy height of mercie then 
Compaffiouatc ffliort-breathed men. 
Cut me not off for my molt foal tranfgrelSoti : 

I do confefle 

My fbolifhnelTe ; 
My God, accept of my conieflioii. 

Sweeten at length this bitter bowl. 
Which thou hall pour'd into my foul ; 
Thy WOTmwood mm to health, windes to fair weather : 
For if thou ftay, 
I and this day. 
As we did i^e, we die tt^ether, 
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When thou for finDc rebukeft man. 
Forthwith he waieth wo and wan : 
Bitterneffe fills our bowels ; all our hearts 
Pine, and decay. 
And drop away. 
And Carrie with them th' other parts. 

But thou wilt flnne and grief deftroy ; 

That io the broten bones may joy. 
And tune together in a well-fet fong. 
Full of his praifes 
Who dead men raifes. 

Fractures well cur'd make us more llrong. ' 



20. Faith. 

LORD, how couldft thou fo much appeafe 
Thy wrath for finne, as when mans light 

And could fee little, to regard his eafe. 

And bring by Faith al! things to him ? 

Hungrie E was, and had no meat: 
I did conceit a moft delicious feaft ; 
I had it ftraighr, and did as truly eat. 

As ever did a welcome gucft. 

There is a rare outlandifli root. 
Which when I could not get, I thought it here : 
That apprehenfion cur'd fo well my foot. 

That I can walk to heav'a well nearc. 
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I owed thoufands and much more : 
I did believe that I did nothing owe. 
And liv'd accordingly ; my creditor 

Belecves fo too, and lets nie go. 

Faith makes me any thing, or all 
That I beleeve ia in the facred ftorie : 
And where finne placeth me in Adams hW, 

Faith fets me higher in his glorie. 

If I go lower in the book. 
What can be lower than the commot. manger? 
Faith puts me there with him, who fweeily took 

Our flejh and frailrie, death and danger. 

If bli£e had lien in art or flrength, 
None but the wife or ftrong had gained it : ' , 
Where now by Faith all arms are of a length ; 

One lize doth all conditions fit. 

A peaTant may beleeve as much 
As a great Clerk, and reach the higheft flature. 
Thus doA thou make proud knowledge bend and 

WhiJc grace fills up uneven nature, [crouch. 

When creatures had no reall light 
Inherent in them, thou didft make the funne. 
Impute a lullre, and allow them bright : 

And in this ihew, what Chrifl hath done. 

That which before was darkned dean 
With bufliie groves, pricking the lookers eie, 
Vaniiht away, when Faith did change the fcene : 

And then appear'd a glorious fltie. 
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What though my bodie run to daft ? 
Faith cleaves unto it, countiDg ev'ry grain. 
With an ciaA and moft particular truA, 

ReTerving all for flelh again. 



21. Prayer. 

PRAYER, the Churches banquet, Angeb v^, 
God) breath in man returning to his birth. 
The foul in parapluafe, heart in pilgrimage. 
The Chrifiian plummet founding heav'n and earth ; 

Engine againft th' Almightie, finner's towre, 

Reverfed thunder, Chrifl-fide-piercing fpear. 
The fix dales world- tranfpofing in an houre, 

A kinds of tune, which all things heare and fear ; 

Softnefle, and peace, and joy, and love, and bliiTe, 
Exalted Manna, gladnelle of the beft. 
Heaven in ordinarie, man well dreil. 

The milkie way, the bird of Paradife, 

Church-bela beyond the ftan heard, the fouls 
The land of fpiees, fomething underftood. 



22. The Holy Communion. 



N' 



OT in rich fiirniture, or fine aray. 
Nor in a wedge of gold. 
Thou, who from me waft fold. 
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To me doft now thyfelf convey ; 
For lb thou JLould'ft without me ftill have been. 
Leaving within me finne : 

But hy the way of nourifliment and Ibength, 

Thou creep'ft into my breaft j 

Mating thy way my reft. 
And thy fmall quantities my length ; 
Which Ipread their forces into every part. 

Meeting finnes force and art. 

Yet can thefe not get over to my foul. 

Leaping the wall that parts 

Our fouls and fleOiIy hearts ; 
But as th' outworks, they may controll 
My rebel-flefti, and carrying thy name, 

Afiright both finne and flwme. 

Onely thy grace, which with thefe element) comes, 

Knowech the ready way. 

And hath the privie key, 
Op'ning the fouls moft fubtile rooms : 
While thofe to fpirits refin'd, at doore attend 

Ddpacches from their friend. 



Give me my captive foul, or take 

My body alfo thither. 
Another lift like this will make 

Them both to be K^ther. 

Before that finne turn'd fielh to ftone. 
And all our lump to leaven j 

A fervent figh might well have blown 
Our innocent earth to heaven. 
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For fure when A<iam did not knovv 

To linne, or finne to fmother ; 

He might to heav'n from Paradife go. 
As from one room c* another. 

Thou haft reftor'd us to this eaft 

By this thy heav'nly bloud. 

Which I can go to, when 1 pleafe. 

And leave th' earth to their food. 



23. Antiphon. 



'■L' 



ET all the world in ev'ry comer fing. 
My God and King. 



Vers. The beav'ns are not too high. 
His praife may thither flic : 
The earth is not too low. 
His praifea there may grow. 

Cbo. Let all the world in ev'ry corner fing, 
My Ged and King. 

Vers. The church with pfalms muft fliout. 
No doore can keep them out : 
But above all, the heart 
Muft bear the longcft part. 

Che. Let all the world in ev'ry comer fing, 
Mj Gad and King. 
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24. Love. 
1. 

IMMORTALL Love, auchour of this great irame, 
Sprung from ihat beiutie whicli can never fade ; 
How hacti man parcel'd out ihy glorious name. 
And thrown ii on chat dull which thou haft made, 

WhUe mortall love doth all the title gain I 
Which Tiding with invention, they together 
Bear all the fway, poiTeffing heart and brain, 

(Thy workmanJhip) and give thee Ihare in neither. 

Wit fancies beautie, beautie raileth wii : 

The world is theirs ; they two play out the game. 
Thou Handing by : and though thy glorious name 

Wrought our deliverance from th' infernal] pit. 

Who lings thy praifc ? oncly a (karf or glove 
Doth warm our hands, and make them write of 



IMMORTALL Heat, O let thy greater flame 
Attrafl the lelTer to it; let thofe lires 
Which Hull confume the world, Urd mate it tam« 
And kindle in our hearts fuch true defires. 

As may confume our lufts, and make thee way. 
Then Ihall our hearts pant thee ; then ihall ou 
All her invention on thine Altar lay, [brail 

And there in hymncs fend back thy fire again : 
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Our dta ftiall fee thee, which before faw dull j 
Duft blown by wit, till that they both were blinde : 
Thou flialt recover all thy goods in kinde. 

Who wert diOeized by ufurping lull : 

AH knees Ihall bow to thee; all wits (hall tiCe, 
Aod praiTc him who did make and mend our eiet. 



25. The Temper. 

How Ihould I pratfe thee. Lord ! how fhould 
my rymes 
Gladly engrave thy love in fteej. 
If what my foul doth feel fomedmes. 
My foul might ever feel ! 

Although there were fome fourtie heav'na, or more, 
Sometimes I peere above them all ; 
Sometimes I hardly reach a fcore. 
Sometimes to hell I fall. 

O rack mc not to fuch a vail extent ; 
Thofe dilbnces belong to thee : 
The world's too little for thy tent, 
A grave too big for me. 

Wilt thou meet arms with man, that thou doft ftretch 
A crumme of duft from heav'n to hell? 
Will great God meafure with a wretch ? 
Shall he thy ftatare fpcU i 
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O let me, when thy roof my fcNil bath hid, 
O let me rooft and neftle there : 
Then of a Tinner thou art rid. 
And I of hope and fear. 

Vet take thy w«y_j for furc thy way is beft : 
Stretch or concraA me thy poore debter : 
This is but tuoiog of my breaft. 
To make the mufick better, 

■ Whether I ftie with aogeb, fell with duft. 
Thy handa made both, and I am there. 
Thy power and love, my love and truA, 
Make one place vi^iy where. 



26. The Ter 



iper. 



IT cannot be. Where a that mightie joy. 
Which jult now took up all my heart ? 
Lord ! if thou muft needs ufe ihy dart. 
Save that, and me ; or fin for both deftroy. 

The grofler world Hands to thy word and art ; 
But thy diviner world of grace 
Thou fuddenly doll: raifc and race. 

And ev'ty day a new Creatour art. 

O fix thy chair of grace, that all my powers 

May alfo fix their reverence ; 

For when thou doll depart from hence. 
They grow unruly, and fit in thy bowers. 
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Scatter, or blnde tfaem all to bend to thee : 
Though elements change, and heaven n 
Let not th]r higher Court remove. 

But keep a Handing Majettie in me. 



' 27. Jordan. 

WHO fayes that fiftiona onely and &lfe hair 
Become a verfe ? Is (here in truth no beautie 
Is all good flmflure in a winding Hair ? 
May no lines pafle, except they do their dutie 
Not to a true, but painted chair f 

la it not verfe, except enchanted groves 
And fudden arbours fhadow coarfe-lpunne lines ? 
Mull purling ftreams refrefli a lovers loves? 
Muft all be vail'd, while he that reades, divines. 
Catching the fenfe at two removes ? 

Shepherds are honell people ; let them fing : 
Riddle who lift, for me, and pull for Prime : 
I envie no mans nightingale or fpring; 
Nor let them punifti me with loffe of ryme. 
Who plainly fay, Mj God, My King, 



28. Employment. 

IF as a flowre doth fpread and die. 
Thou wouldll extend me to fome good. 
Before I were by frofta extremitie 

Nipt in the bud ; 
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The fweetnefle and die praife were thine ; 
But the exietifion and the room. 
Which in thy ^land I fliould filj, were mine 
At thy great doom. 

For as thou doft impart thy grace. 
The greater (hall our glorie be. 
The meaTtire of our joyes b in this place. 

The ftufe with thee. 

Let me not languilb then, and fpend 
A life as barren to thy praife 
As is the dull, to which that life doth tend. 
But with delaies. 

All things are bufie ; only I 
Neither bring hony with the bees. 
Nor flowres to make that, nor the hufbandrie 
To water thefe. 

I am no link of thy great chain. 
But all my companie is a weed. 
Lord, place me in thy confort ; give one flrain 
To my poore reed. 



29. The Holy Scriptures. 



OH Book ! infinite fweetnefle ! let my Heart 
Suck ev'ry letter, and a hony gain. 
Precious for any grief in any part ; 
To cleare the breaft, to mollifie all pain. 
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Thoa art all health, health thriving, till it mate 

A iiill eternitie : thou art a mafle 

Of ftrange delights, where we may wifli and take. 
Ladies, look here ; this is the ihaakfiill glaJTe, 

That mends the lookers ej'ea : this is the well 
That walhes what it ihows. Who can indeare 
Thy praife too much? thou art heav'nsIJdger here. 

Working againft the ftates of death and hell. 

Thou arc joyes handfell ; hcav"n lies flat in thee. 
Subject CO ev'ry moancers beaded knee. 



OH chat I knew how all thy lights combine. 
And che configurations of cheir glorie I 
Seeing not only how each verfe doth fliine. 
But all the conftellations of the ftoric. 

This verfe marks that, and both do make a motion 
Unto a third, that ten leaves oiF doch lie : 
Then as difperfed herbs do watch a potion, 

Thefe three make up fome Chriftians deftinie. 

Such are thy fecrets, which my life mates good, 
And commencs on thee : for in ev'ry thing 
Thy words do finde me out, and parallels bring. 

And in another make me underfiood. 

Starres are poore books, and oftentiines do mifle : 
Thb book of ftarres lights to eternall blifle. 
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30. Whitfunday. 

LISTEN fweet Dove unto my fopg. 
And fpread thy golden wings in mc| 
Hatching my tender heart fo long. 
Till it get wing, and file away with thee. 

Where is that fire which once deTcended 
On thy ApolUes ? thou didll then 
Keep open houfe, richly attended, 
Feafling all comers by twelve chofen men. 

Such glorious gifts tHou didft beftovr, 
That th' earth did like a heav'n appcare : 
The Itarres were coming down to know 
If they might mend their wages, and ferve here. 

The funne, which once did Jhine alone. 
Hung down his head, and wiflit for night. 
When he beheld twelve iiinnes for one 
Going about the world, and giving light. 

But fince thofe pipes of gold, which brought 
That cordiall water to our ground. 
Were cut and martyr'd by the fault 
Ofthofe whodid themfelves through their fide wound. 

Thou (hutt'ft the doore, and keep'ft within ; 
Scarce a good joy creeps through the chink : 
And if the braves of conqu'ring finne 
Did not excite thee, we fliould wholly fink. 
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Lord, though we change, thou art the fame ; 

The fame fweec God of love and light ; 

Reftore this day, for thy great name. 
Unto his ancient and miraculous right. 



I. Grace. 



MY ftock lies dead, and no increafe 
Doih my dull hufbandric improve 
O let thy graces without ceafe 

Drop from above ! 

If ftill the funne fhould hide hia £ice. 
Thy houfe would but a dungeon prove. 
Thy works nights captives : O let grace 
Drop from above ! 

The dew doth ev'ry morning fell ; 
And Ihall the dew outftrip thy dove ? 
The dew, for which grafle cannot call. 
Drop from above. 

Death is ftUl working like a mole. 
And digs my grave at each remove : 
Let grace work too, and on my foul 

Drop from above. 

Si one is lUII hammering my heart 
Unto a hardnefle, void of love : 
Let fuppiing grace, to crolTe his art. 
Drop from above. 
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O come! for thou doft know the way. 
Or if to me thou wilt not move. 
Remove me, where I need not fay — 
Drepfnm above. 



32. Praife. 

To write 1 verie or two, is all the praile. 
That I can raife : 
Mend my eftate in any wayes. 

Thou flu]t have more. 



I go to Church ; help me to wings, and I 
Will thither flic; 
Or, if I mount unto the ifeie, 
I will db more. 

Man is all weatneflc ; there i$ no fuch thing 
As Prince or King ; 
His arm is ihori ; yet with a fling 
He may do more. 

A herb deftill'd, and drunk, may dwell neit doore. 
On the fame floore. 
To B brave foul ; Eialt the poore. 
They can do more. 

O raife me then ! poore bees, that work all day. 
Sting my delay. 
Who have a work, as well as they. 
And much, much more. 



THE CHURCH. 



33. Afflidioo. 

KILL me not tv'ry day. 
Thou Lord of life j fince thy one death for m 
Is more than all niy deaths can be. 
Though I in broken pay 
Die over each hour of Mechufalems Hay. 

If all mens tears were let 
Into one common fewer, fea, and brine ; 

What were they all, compar'd to thine? 

Wherein if they were fet. 
They would difeolour thy moft bloudy fweat. 

Thou art my grief alone, 
Thou Lord conceal it not : and as thou art 
All my delight, fo all my fmart : 

Thy crolTc took up in one. 
By way of impreft, all my future mone. 



34- 



Mattens. 



I CANNOT ope mine eyes. 
But thou art ready there to catch 
My moming-foul and facrifice : 
Then we mult needs for that day malte a match. 

My God, what is a heart ? 
Silver, or gold, or precious flone^ 
Or ftarre, or rainbow, or a part 
Of all thefe things, or all of them in one i k 
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My God, what ia a heart. 
That thou fliouldft it (a eye, and wooe, 
Powring upon it all thy art. 
As if that thou hadfl nothing els to do f 

Indeed mans whole efiatt 

Amounts (and richly) to ferve thee : 

He did not heav'n and earth create. 

Yet ftudies them, not him by whom they be, 

Teach me thy love to know ; 
That this new light, which now I fee. 
May both the work and workman fliow : 
Then by a funne-beam I will climbc to thee. 



35. Sinne. 

OTHAT I couid a finne once fee ! 
We paint the devil foul, yet he 
Hath fome good in him, all agree. 
Sinne is flat oppofite to th' Almighty, feeing 
It wants the good ot virtue, and of iting, 

Bu t God motv care of us hath had. 

If apparitions make tts fad. 

By Ught of finne we Oiould grow mad. 
Yet as in jleep we fee foul death, and live ; 
So devils arc our finnes in perfpeftive. 



THE CHURCH. 



BL 



36. Even-fong. 

J LEST be the God of love, 
' Who gave me cyea, and light, ai 
power this day. 
Both to be bufie, and to play. 
But much more bleft be God above. 

Who gave me fight alone, 
Which to himfeir he did denie : 
For when he fees my waies, I dy : 
But I have got his Tonne, and he hath none. 

What have I brought thee home 
For this thy love f have I difcharg'd the debt. 
Which this dayes £ivout did beget i 
I ranne; but all I brought, was fome. 

Thy diet, care, and coll 
Do end in bubbles, balls of winde; 
Of winde to thee whom I have croft. 
But balls of wUdc-fire to my troubled minde. 

Yet ftill thou goeft on. 

And now with darknefle clofeft wearie eyes. 
Saying to man, // doth fuffice : 
Henufirtb repo/e j ymr taori h done. 

Thus in thy Ebony box 
Thou doft inclofe us, till the day 
Put our amendment in our way. 
And give new wheels to our diforder'd clocks. 
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I mufc, which Ihow» mote love. 
The day or ntght ; that is the gale, this th' harbour ; 
That is the walk, and this the arbour; 
Or that the garden, thla the grove. 

My God, thou art all love. 
Not one poore minuie 'Icapes thy brealt. 
But brings a iavour from above ; 
And in this love, more than in bed, I refi. 



37- 



Church-monuments. 



WHILE that my foul repairs to her devotion. 
Here I iuiombe my flelh, that it betimes 
May take acquaintance of this heap of dull; 
To which the blaft of deaths incefliint motion. 
Fed with the exhalation of our crimes. 
Drives all at laft. Therefore I gladly trail 

My bodie to this fchool, Chat it may learn 
To rpell his elements, and finde his birth 
Written in duftie heraldrie and lines j 
Which dilTolution fure doth bell difcern. 
Comparing duft with dull, and earth with earth. 
Thefe laugh at Jeac, and Marble put for iignes. 

To fever the good iellowlhip of dull. 
And fpoil the meeting. What (hall point out them. 
When they (hall bow, and knee), and f^l down £at 
To kifTe thofe heaps, which now they have in truft i 
Deare flelh, while I do pray, learn here thy ftemme 
And true defcenc ; that when thou (halt grow iiit. 
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And wanton in thy cravings, thou mayft know. 
That flcfh ia but the glaiTe, which holds the duft 
That meafures all our time ; which alfo Oiall 
Be crumbled into duft. Mark here below. 
How tame thefe ilhea arc, how free Trom lufl. 
That thou roayft fit thyfcif agaiaft thy &11. 



38. Church-muiick. 

SWEETEST of rweeis.Ithankyou : whendifplea 
Did through my bodie wound my minde, [furi 
You took me thence ; arid in your houfe of pleafuri 
A daintie lodging me affign'd. 

Now I in you without a bodie move. 

Riling and falling with your wings : 

We both together fweedy live and love. 

Yet fay fometiracs, Goii help foore Kings. 

Comfort, 'lie die; for if you pofte from me. 
Sure I fliall do fo, and much more : 

But if I travel] in your companic. 

You know the way to heavens doore. 



39. Church-lock and key. 

1KN0W it is my finne, which locks thine eares. 
And bindes thy hands ! 
Out-crying my requelb, drowning ray tears; 
Or elfe the chilneffe of my feint demands. 
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But aj cold hands are angrie with the fire. 

And mend it ftiU ; 
So I do lay the want of my defire. 
Not on my Annet, or coldnclle, but thy will. 

Yet heare, O God, onely for his blouds fake. 

Which pleads for ine : 
For though linnes plead too, yet like ftones they make 
His blouds fweet current much tnoce loud to be. 



M' 



40. The Church-floorc. 

ARK you the floore ? that fquate and fpeckled 
Which looks fo firm and ftrong, [flone. 
Is Palience! 



And th' other black and grave, wherewith each 
Is checier'd all along, 

Humilitie : 

The geotle riling, which on either hand 
Leads to the Quire abovct 

Is Cmifidtnei : 

But the fweet cement, which in one fure band 

Ties the whole frame, is Leve . 

And Cbaritie. 

Hither fometimes Sinnc Heals, and ftuns 
The marbles neat and curious veins : 
But all is clcanfed when the marble weeps. 
Sometimes Death, puffing at the diMre, 
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Blows all the duft about the floore: 

But while he thinb to fpoil the room, he fweeps. 
Bleft be the ArcbitiB, whole art 
Could build lb Aroog in a weak heart. 



41. The Windows. 

LORD, how can man preach thy eternal! word ? 
He is a brittle crazte gMc : 
Yet in thy temple thou doft him afford 
This glorious and tranibendent place. 
To be a window, through thy grace. 

But when thou doll anneal in glafle thy Itorie, 

Making thy life to fhine within 
The holy Preachers, then the light and glorie 

More rev'rend grows, and more doth win ; 

Which elfe Ihows watrilh, bleak, and thin. 

Doftrine and life, colours and light, in one 
When they combine and mingle, bring 

A ftrong regard and aw : but fpcech alone 
Doth vaniih like a flaring thing. 
And in the eare, not confclence ring. 



42. Trinitie Sunday. 

LORD, who haft form'd me out of mud. 
And haft redeem'd me through thy bloud. 
And fanftifi'd me to do good } 

, .Google 
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Purge all my finnes done heretofore ; 

For I confcflc my hcavie fcore, 

Aad I will Itrive to finne no more- 
Enrich my heart, month, hands in me. 

With ikith, with hope, with chiritie ; 

That I may runne, rife, reft with thee. 



43. Content. 

PEACE mutt'rlng thoughts, and do not grudge to 
Within the walls of your own breaft. [keep 
Who cannot on his own bed fweetly fleep. 
Can on anothers hardly reft. 

Gad not abroad at ev'ry queft and call 

Of an untrained hope or palEon. 
To court each place or formne that doth fall, 

la wantonnefle in contemplation. 

Mark how the tire in flints doth quiet lie. 
Content and warm t' it felf alone : 

But when it would appeare to others eye. 
Without a knock it never ihoue. 

Give me the pliant mind, whofe gentle meaTure 
Complies and fuits with all eftates ; 

Which can let loofe to a crown, and yet with pleafure 
Take up within a cloifters gates. 

This foul doth fpaa the world, and hang content 
From either pole unto the centre ; 

Where in each room of the well-fumifht tent 
He lies warm, and without adventure. 
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The brags of life are but a nine da^ei wonder : 

And after death the fumes that fpring 
From private bodies, make as big a thunder 

As thofe which rife from a huge King. 

Onely th^ Chronicle h loft : and yet 
Better by worms be all once fpent. 

Than to have hellifh moths lUIl gnaw and fret 
Thy name in books, which may not rent. 

When all thy deeds, whofe brunt thou feel'ft alone. 
Are chaw'd by others pens and tongue. 

And as their wit is, their digcftion. 

Thy nourilht fame is weak or ftrong. 

Then ceafe difcourfing foul, dll thine own ground ; 

Do not thyfelf or friends importune. 
He that by feeking hath himfelf once found. 

Hath ever found a happie fortune. 



44. The Quidditie. 

MY God, a vcrfe is not a crown ; 
No point of honour, or gay fuit. 
No hawk, or banquet, or renown. 
Nor a good fword, nor yet a lute : 

It cannot vault, or dance, or play ; 
It never was in France or Sfaiits 
Nor can it entertain the day 
With a great (table or demain. 
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It is no office, art, or news ; 
Nor the Exchsnge, or bufie Hall : 
But it u that which while I ufe, 
I tun with thK, and Meji take all. 



45- 



Humilitie. 



I SAW the Vertnea fitting hand in hand 
In fev'rall ranlcs upon an azure throne. 
Where all the bealb and fowls, by their command, 
Prefcnted tokens of fubmillion. 
Humilitie, who fat the lowell: there 

To execute their call. 
When by the bealb the prefents tendred were. 
Gave them about to all. 

The angrie Uon did prefent his paw. 
Which by confent was giv'n to Manfuetude. 
The tearfull Hare her eares, which by their law 
Humilitie did reach to Fortitude. 
The jealous Turkic brought hia corall-cham. 

That went to Temperance. 
On Jufticc was beftow'd the Foxes brain, 

Kill'd in the way by chance. 

At length the Crow, brining the Peacocks plume, 
(For he would not) as they beheld the grace 
Of that brave ^ft, each one began to fume. 
And challenge it, as proper to his place. 
Till they fell out ; which when the bcafts efpied. 
They leapt upon the throne j 
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And if the Fox hsid liv'd to rule their fide. 

They had depof 'd each one. 

Humilitie, who held the plume, at this 

Did weep fo fall, that the tears trickling down 

Spoil'd all the train : then faying. Here it it 

Ffr which ye wrangle, made them turn their frown 

Againll the beafts : fo joynily bandying. 

They drive them foon away ; 
And then amerc'd them, double gifts to bring 
I- ! At the next Seffion-day. 



46. Frailtie. 

LORD, in my filence how do I defpile 
What upon tnift 
Is ftyled boneur, riebes, cttfair eyei; 

Bat is f^rJu// 
I furname them guiUid clay, 
Deare earth, jine graffe tr bay j 
In all, I think my foot doth ever tread 
Upon their head. 

But when I view abroad both Regiments, 

The worlds, and thine; 
Thine clad with fimpleQeiTe, and fad events ; 
The other fine. 
Full of g!orie and gay weeds. 
Brave language, braver deeds : 
That which was duft before, doth quickly rife. 
And prick mine eye). 
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O brook not this, lefl if what even now "^ 

My foot did tread. 
Affront ihofe jc^es, wiierewith thou didft endow. 
And long fince wed 
My poore foul, ev'n fick of love ; 
It may a Babel prove, 
Commodioiu to cxmquer heav'n and thee 
Planted in me. 



47. Conftancie. 

WHO is the honeft man ? 
He that doth ftill and llrongly good purfue. 
To God, his neighbour, and himfelf moft true : 
Whom neither force nor fawning can 
Unpinne, or wrench from giving all their due. 

Whofc honeftie is not 
So loofe OT eafie, that a ruffling wlnde 
Can blow away, or glittering look it blinde : 
Who rides his fure and even trot. 
While the world now rides by, now lags bchinde. 

Who, when great trials come. 
Nor fecks, nor ftiunnea them ; but doth calmly flay. 
Till he the thing and the example weigh : 
All being brought into a fumme. 
What place or perfon calls for, he doth pay. 

Whom none can work or wooe. 
To ufe in any thing a trick or Height ; . , 
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Foi above all things he ahhorres deceit : 

His words and worts and lafliion too 
All of a piece, and all are cleare and ftraight. 

Who never melts or thaws 
At clofe centations : when the day is done. 
His goodnefTe fets not, but in dark can runne : 

The funne to other) writeih lavrs. 
And is their vertue ; Vertue is his Sunne. 

Who, when he is to treat 
With fick folks, women, thofe whom pallions fway. 
Allows for that, and keeps his conitant way : 
Whom others faults do not defeat ; 
Bat though men M him, yet his part doth play. 

Whom nothing can procure. 
When the wide world ninnes bias, from his will 
To writhe his Hmbes, and fhare, not mend the ill. 

This is the Mark-man, fafe and fute. 
Who lUlI is right, and prayes to be fo Hill. 



48. Affliaion. 

MYheart didheave,and there came forth, O Gejf 
By that I knew that thou waft in the grief. 

To guide and govern it to my relief. 

Making a fcepter of the rod : 
Hadfl thou not had thy part. 
Sure the unruly £gh had broke my heart. 
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But fioce thy breath gave me both life and Oiape, 
Thou knowft my tallies ; and when there's affign'd 
So much breath to a figh, what's then behinde } 
Or if fome yeares with it efcape. 
The figh then onely is 
A gale to bring me fooner to my blille. 

Thy life on earth was grief, and thou art ftill 
Conftant unto it, making it to be 
A point of honour, now to grieve in me. 
And in thy members fufler ill. 
They who lament one crofle, 
Thou dying dayly, praife thee to thy lofle. 



49. 



The Starre. 



B 



RIGHT fpark, ftiot from a brighter place. 
Where beams farround my Saviours lace, 
Canft thou be any where 
So well as there ? 



Yet, if thou wilt from thence depart. 
Take a bad lodging in my heart j 
For thou canft make a debter. 
And' make it better, 

Firft with thy fire-work burn to dull 
Folly, and worfe than folly, luft : 
Then with thy light refine, 
. And make it flune. 



70 THE CHURCH. 

So difengag'd from finne and ficknefle. 
Touch it with thy celeftiall quicknefle 
That it may hang and move 
After thy love. 

Then with our trinitie of light, 

Motion, and heat, let's take our flight 
Unto the place where thou 

Before didll bow. 

Get me a Handing there, and place 

Among the beams, which crown the &ce 
Of him, who dy'd to part 
Sinne and my heart: 

That fo among the reft I may 

Glitter, and carle, and winde as they : r 
That winding a their ^fliion 
Of adoration. 

Sure thou wilt joy, by gaining me 
To flie home like a laden bee 
Unto that hive of beama 
And garland -ftreams. 



50. Sunday. 

ODAY moft calm, moft bright. 
The fruit of this, the iicJtt worlds bud, 
Th' indorfement of fupreme delight. 
Writ by a friend, and with his bloud ; . 
The couch of time; cares balm and bay; 



THE CHURCH. ; 

The week were dark, bat for thy light : 

Thy torch doth Oiow the way. 

The other dayea and thou 
Make up one man ; whofe face thou art. 
Knocking at heaven with thy brow : 
The worky-daics are the back-part ; 
The burden of the week lies there. 
Making the whole lo ftoup and bow. 

Till thy releafe appcare. 

Man had ftraight forward gone 
To endlelTe death i but thou doft poll 
And turn \u round to look on one. 
Whom, if we were not very dull. 
We could not choofe but look on Hill ; 
Since there ^ tio place fo alone 

The which he doth not fill. 

Sundaies the pillars are. 
On which hcav'na palace arched lies : 
The other dayes fill up the fpare 
And hollow room with vanitiet. 
They are the fruitJitll beds and borders 
In Gods rich garden : that is bare 

Which parts their ranks and orders. 

The Sundaies of mans life, 
Threddcd together on times firing. 
Make bracelets to adorn the wife 
Of the etemall glorious King. 
On Sunday heavens gate ftands ope j 
BleSngs are pleodfull and rife. 

More plentifiill then hope. 
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This day my Saviour rofe. 
And did inclofe this light ibr liis: 
That, as each beall his manger knowt, 
Man might not of his fodder roilTe. 
ChriA hath toot in this piece of ground. 
And made a garden there for thofe 

Who want herbs for their wound. 

The reft of our Creation 
Our great Redeemer did remove 
With the fame Ihake, which at his palSon 
Did th' earth and all things with ti move. 
As Samfon bore the doorca away, 
Chtifta hands, though nail'd, wrought our falvati 

And did unhinge that day. 

The brightnefle of that day 
We fullied by our foul ofience : 
Wherefore that robe we caft away. 
Having a new at his expenfe, 
Whofe drops of bloud paid the full price. 
That was requir'd to mate us gay. 

And fit for Paradifc. 

Thou art a day of mirth : 
And where the week-dayes trail on ground. 
Thy flight is higher, as thy birth : 
O let me tate thee at the bound. 
Leaping with thee from fev'n to fev'n. 
Till that we both, being tofs'd from earth, 

Flic hand in hand to heav'n ! 
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51. Avarice. 

MONEV, thou bane of blifle, and fource of wo. 
Whence com'ft thou, that thou art fo frdh 
and fine ? 
I know thy parentage is bafe and low : 
Man found thee poore and dirtie in a mine. 

Surely thou didft lb little contribute 

To thii great Icingdome, which thou now haft got. 
That he was fain, when thou wert deftitutc. 

To digge thee out of thy dark cave and groi. 

Then forcing (bee, by fire he made thee bright : 
Nay, thou haft got the face of man ; for we 
Have with our Ibunp and feal transferr'd our right : 

Thou arc the man, and man but drolTe to thee. 

Man calleth thee hia wealth, who made thee rich ; 
And white he digs oat thee, &lls in the ditch. 



52. M^-{i 



H 



OW well her name an Army doth prelent. 
In whom the Ltriefb»fts did pitch his tent ! 
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53. To all Angels and Saints. 

OH glorious Iptrica, who after all yoor bands 
See the fmoodi face of God, without a frown. 
Or &i\.& commands ; 
Where ev'ry one b kbg, and hath his crown. 
If not upon his head, yet in his handa: 

Not out of envie or malicioufnefle 
Do I forbear to crave your fpeciall aid. 

I would addrefle 
My vows to thee moll gladly, bleHed Maid, 
And Mather of my God, in my dillrelle: 

Thou art the holy mine, whence came the gold. 
The great reftorative for all decay 

In young and old ; 
Thoo art the cabinet where the Jewell lay ; 
Chiefly to thee would I my foul unfold. 

But now, (alas!) I dare not; for our King, 
Whom we do all joyntiy adore and praife. 

Bids no fach thing : 
And where his pleafure no injunction layes, 
("Tia your own cafe) ye never move a wing. 

All worfliip is prerogative, and a fiower 

Of his rich crown, from whom lyes no appeal 

At the laft houre : 
Therefore we dare not from his garland Ileal, 
To make a pofie for inferiour power. 
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Although then others court you, if ye know 
What's done on earth, we (hall not fare the worfe. 

Who do not fo i 
Since we are ever ready to difl)urie. 
If any one our Mailers hand can (how. 



54. Employment. 

HE that is weary, let him ilt. 
My foul would ftirre 
And trade in courtefies and wit, 

Quitting the fiirre 
To cold complexions needing it. 

Man is no ftarre, but a quick coal 
Of moriidl fire: 

Who blowa it not, nor dotli controll 
A laint defire. 

Lets his own a(hc3 choke his foul. 

When .th' elements did for place conteft 
With him, whofe will 

Ordain'd the higheft to be bell : 
The earth fat lUU, 

And by the others is oppreft. 

life is a bufinelTe, not good cheer ; 

Ever in warres. 
The funne Aill (hineth there or here. 

Whereas the ftarres 
Watch an advantage to appeare. 
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Oh that I were an Orenge-trec, 

That bufie plane I 
Then fliould I ever laden be. 

And never want 
Some fhiit for him that drelled me 

But we arc ftill too young or old ; 

The man a gone. 
Before we do oar waresa unfold : 

So we freeze on. 
Until the grave increafe our cold. 



^^. Deniall. 

WHEN my devotions could not pierce 
Thy Blent eares ; 
Then was my heart broken, as was my verle ; -^^ 
My breall was full of fears 
And diforder. 

My bent thoughts, tike a brittle bow. 
Did flie afander : 
Each took his way ; fome would to pleafures go. 
Some to the warres and thunder 
Of aUrms. 

As good go any where, they fay. 
As to benumme 
Both knees and heart, in crying night and day. 
Come, come, my GoJ, O come. 
But no hearing. 
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O thou that fliouldft ^ve duft a tongue 
To crie to thee. 
And then not heue it crying ! itll day long 
My heart was in my knee, »4V- 
But no hearing. 

Therefore my foal lay out of fight, 

Untun'd, unilning : 
My feeble fpjrit, unable to look right. 
Like a nipt blolTome, hung 
Difcontented. 



O cheer and tune my heartlelTe breaffl, 

Deferre no time ; 

That fo thy favours granting my requeft. 

They and my minde may chime. 

And mend my ryme. 



56. Chriftmas. ' 



ALL after pleafures as I rid one day. 
My horfe and I, both tir'd, bodie and minde. 
With full crie of afieftions, quite aftray; 
I took up in the next innc I could finde. 



There when I came, whom found I but my deare. 
My dearcft Lord, eipefling till the grief i- 1 ' 

Ofplcafures .brought me to him, readie there 

To'be all paflengcrs moft fweet relief? 
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O Thou, whofe glorious, yet contraCled light. 
Wrapt in nights mantle, ftole into a manger ; 
Since my dark foul and brutifh is thy right. 

To Man of all beafts be not thou a ftranger : 

Fumiih and deck my foul, that thou mayft have 
A better lodging, then a rack, or grave. 



THE fliepherd; fing ; and {hall I filent be > 
My God, no hymne for thee J 
My foul's a Ihepherd too : a flock it feeds 

Of thoughts, and words, and deeds. 
The paftare is thy word j the ftreama, thy grace 

Enriching all the place. 
Shepherd and floek fliall fing, and all my powers 

Out-fing the day-light houres. 
Then we will chide the Ainne for letting night 

Take up his place and right : 
We fing one common Lord ; wherefore he fliould 

Himfetf the candle hold. 
I will go fearching, dll I finde a fiinne 

Shall ftay, till we have done i 
A willing fliiner, that fliall fliine as gladly^ 

As froft-nipt funnes look iadly. 
Then we will fing, and fliine all our own day. 

And one another pay : 
His beams fliall cheer my breaft, and both fo twine. 
Till ev'n hb beams ling, and my oiufick fliine. 
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57. Ungratefulneile. 

LORD, with what bountie and rare clemencie 
Haft thou redecm'd us from the grave ! 

If thou hadft let us ninne. 
Glad]/ had man adorM the funne. 
And thought his god moft brave ; 
Where novr we (hall be better gods then he. 

Thou hall but two rare cabinets fiill of treafure. 
The Trinitie, and Incarxatisn : 

Thou haft unlockt them both. 
And made them jewels to betroth 
The work of thy creation 
Unto thyfelf in everlalling plcafure. 

The ftatelier cabinet is the Trinitie, 

Whofe fparkling light accefs denies : 

Therefore thou doft not fliow 
This fully to us, till death blow 
The doft into our eyes ; 
For by that powder thou wilt make ua fee. 

But all thy fweeta are packc up in the other; 
Thy mercies thither flock and flow ; 

That as the ftrft affrights. 
This may allure us with delights ; 
Becaufe this box we know ; 
For we have all of us jull foch another. 

But man b clofe, referv'd, and dark to thee ; 

When thou demandeft but a heart, . 
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He cavils infUntly. 

In his poorc cabinet of bone 

Sinnes have their box apart. 
Defrauding thee, who gaveft two for on 



xf 58. Sighs and Groncs. 

ODO not ufe me 
After toy rinnes 1 look not on my defert. 
But on thy giorie ! then thou wilt reform. 
And not refiife roe : for thou onely art 
The mightie God, but I a fillie worm : 
O do not bniile me ! 

O do not urge me ! 
For what account can thy ill fteward make ? 
I have abufd thy Itoek, deftroy'd thy woods, 
Suckt all thy magazens : my head did ake. 
Till it found out how to confume thy goods : 

O do not fcoarge me ! 

O do not blind me ! 
I have deferv'd that an Egyptian night 
Should thicken all my powers ; becaufe my luft 
Hath lUll fow'd fig'Ieaves to exclude thy light : 
But I un fi^tie, and already dull : 

O do not grinde me ! 

O do not £11 me 
With the tum'd viall of thy bitter wrath! 
For thou haft other veilels full of blond. 



THE CHURCH. 
A part whereof my Saviour cmpti'd hath, 
Ev*!! unto death: lince he di'd for my good, 
O do not kill me ! 



But O reprieve me ! 
For thou halt ii/e and Jeatb at thy command ; 
Thou art both j^uiige and Savitur,ftaft and red, 
C ardiall axvi Corrofive: put not thy hand 
Into the bitter \xi3L ; but O my God, 

My God, relieve me ! 



'K 



59. The World. 



LOVE built a ftately houfe ; where Fortune came ; 
And fpinning phanfies, fhe waa heard to fay. 
That her fine cobwebs did fupport the frame. 
Whereas they were fupported by the fame : 
But Wifdsme quickly fwept them all away. 

Then Pleafure came, who liking not the Miion, 
Began to make Bahonei, Terraces, 
Till fhe had weabned all by alteration : 
But rev'rend lavis, and many a prQchmatten 
Refbnned all at length with menaces. 

Then enter'd Sinne, and with that Sycomorc, [dew, 
Whofe leaves lirft fhelired man from drought and 
Working and winding Aily evermore. 
The inward walls and Sommers cleft and tore : 
But Grace Ihor'd thefc, and cot that as it grew, 
o , , .Google 
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Then Sinne combined with Death Jn a firm band. 
To rafe the building to the very floore : 
Which they efiefted, none could them withlbnd j 
But Lsve and Grate look Glerie by the band. 
And built a braver Palace then before. 



60, Coloff. iii. 3. 

Our life is bid with Chrift in Giid. 
T words and thoughts do both ezprelTe this 



M 



That Life hath with the fun a double motion. 
The firft Is ftraight, and our diurnaU friend; 
The other Hid, and doth obliquely bend. 
One life is wrapt /» flefh, and tends to earth : 
Theother winds towards ^iffi.whofehappic birth' 
Taught me to live here fo. That ftill one eye 
Should aim and fhoot at that which // on high ; 
Quitting with daily labour all My pleafure. 
To gain at harvefl: an eternall Treajure. 



V 61. Vanitie. 

THE fleet Aftronomer can bore 
And tbred the fpheres with his quick- 
piercing minde : 
He views their ftations, walks from doore to doore. 

Surveys, as if he had delign'd 
To make a purchafe there : he fees their dances. 

And knoweth long before. 
Both their iiill-ey'd afpefls, and feeret glances. 
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The nimble Diver with hi* fide 
Cats through the working waves, that he may feich 
Hi* dearely-earned pearl, which God did hide 

On purpofe from the ventrous wretch ; 
That he might favc his life, and alfo hers. 

Who with ezcefiive pride 
Her own deftruftion and hia danger wears, 

I The fubtil Chymick can deveft 

I And ftrip the cieatare naked, till he finde 

The callow principles within their neft : 
I There he imparts to them his minde, 

I Admitted to their bed-chamber, before 

They appcare trim and dreft 

To ordinaric liiilours at the doore, 

What hath not man fought out and found, 
But hb deare God? who yet hia glorious law 
Embofomes in us, mellowing the ground 

With fliowres and froila, with love and aw ; 
So that we need not fay, Where's this command? 

Poore man! thou fearcheft round 
To finde out Jeatb, but mifleft lift at hand. 



62. Lent. 

WELCOME, deare fcaft of Lent : who lo 
not thee. 
He loves not Temperance, or Authoritie, 

But is compof'd of palEon. 
The Scriptures bid us /a/,- the Church fays, t 
Give to thy Mother what thou wouldft allow 
To ev'ry Corporation. 
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The humble foul compof'd of love and few. 

Begins at home, and layea the burden there. 

When doftrines difagree: 
He fayes, in things which ufe hath jnftly got, 
I am a fcandalJ to the Church, and not 

The Church b fo to me. 

True Chriftians ftiould be glad of an occalion 
To ufe their temperance, feeking no evafion. 

When good is feafonable ; 
Unlcffc Authoritie, which Ihould increafe 
The obligation in m, make it leiTe, 

And Power it felfdifable. 

Belides the cleanncfle of fweet abftinenee. 
Quick thoughts and motions at a fmall eipenfe, 

A iace not fearing light : 
Whereas in fulnefle there are fluttifh fiimes, 
Sowre exhalations, and diflioneft rheumcs. 

Revenging the delight. 

Then thofe fame pendant profits, nhich the fpring 
And Eafter intimate, enlarge the thing, 

And goodnefle of the deed. 
Neither ought other mens abufe of Lent 
Spoil the good ufe ; left by that argument 

Wc forfeit all our Creed. 

It's true, we cannot reach Chriib fortj'th day ; . 
Yet to go part of that religious way 

Is better then to reft : 
We cannot reach our Saviours puritie j 
Yet arc we bid, " Be holy ev'n us be." 

In both let's do our beft. 
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Who goeth m tlie way which Chrift hath gone. 
Is much more fure to meet with him, than one 

That cravelleth by-wayes. 
Perhaps my God, though he be ferre before, 
May turn, and take me by the hand, and more. 

May Ibengthen my decayes. 

Yet, Lord, inftrufi ua to improve our fell 
By ftarving Jinne and taking fuch repafi 

As may our faults control! : 
That cv'ty man may revell at his doore. 
Not in his parlour ; banquetting the poore. 

And among thofe his foul. 



63. Vertue. 



SWEET day, fo cool, fo calm, fo bright. 
The bridall of the earth and Otic: 
The dew Ihall weep thy fall to night ; 
For thou muft die. 

Sweet rofe, whofe hue angric and brave 
Bids the ra^gazer wipe his eye. 
Thy root is ever in its grave. 

And thou muft die. 

Sweet fpring, fidl of fweet dayes and rofea, 
A box where fweets compacted lie. 
My muiick fliows ye have your clofes. 
And all muft die. 



Onely a fweet and v 
Like fealbn'd timber, never gives ; 
But though the whole world turn to coal. 
Then chiefly lives. 
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64. The Pearl. / 

Matt. XIII. 

I KNOW the wayes of learning ; both the head 
And pipes that feed the prcffe, and make it runne; 
What rcafon hath from nature borrowed. 
Or of idelf, like a good hufwifr, fpunce 
In lawg and policie ; what the ftarrea confpire. 
What willing nature fpeaks, what forc'd by fire ; 
Both th' old difcoveries, and the new-found leas. 
The ftock and furplus, caofe and hiitorie: 
All thde ftaod open, or I have the keyes : 
Yet I love thee. 

1 know the wayes of honour, what maiDtains 
The quick returfts of courtelie and wit : 
In vies of iavoura whether partie gains. 
When glorie fwells the heart, and moldeth it 
To all expreffions both of hand and eye, 
Which on the world a true-Iove-fcnor may tie. 
And bear the bundle, whercfoe'rc it goes ; 
How many drammes of fpirit there mult be 
To fell my lifc unto my friends or foes : 
Yet I love thee. 

I know the wayes of pleafure, the fweet ftraina. 

The lullings and the reJifliea of it; 

The propofitions of hot blond and brains ; 

What mirth and mufick mean ; what love and wit 

Have done thefe twenue hundred yeares, and more : 

I know the projefts of unbridled ftorc,; 
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My fiufie ia flelh, not braiTc ; my ienfo live, 
And grumble oft, that they have more in me 
Than he that curb) them, being but one to five : 
Yet I love thee. 

I know all thefe, and have them in my hand ; 
Tlierefbre not fealed, but with open eyes 
I flie to thee, and fully underfUnd 
Both the main file, and the commodities ; 
And at what rate and price I have thy love ; 
With all the circumftancc* that may move : 
Yet through the labyrinths, not my groveling wit. 
But thy iilk twiil let down from hesv'n to me. 
Did both condufl and teach me, how by it 
To climb to thee. 



6$. Affliaion. 



BROKEN in pieces all afundcr. 
Lord, hunt me not, 
A thing forgot, 
Once a poore creature, now a wonder, 
A wonder tortur'd in the fpace 
Betwixt this world and that of grace. 

My thought* are all a cafe of Jcnives, 
Wounding my heart 
With fcatter'd fmart ; 
As watrmg pots give flowers their lives. 
Nothing their flirie can controll. 
While they do wound and prick my foul. 
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All my attcndanta are at ftrife. 

Quitting their place 
Unto my face ; 
Nothing performB the taik of life : 

The elements are let loofe to fight. 
And while I live, trie out their right. 

Oh help, my God ! let not their plot 
Kill them and me. 
And alfo thee. 
Who art my life : diflblve the knot. 
As the funne fcacters by his light 
AH the rebellions of the night. 

Then Ihall thofe powers, which work for grief. 
Enter thy pay. 
And day by day 
Labour thy praife, and my relief; 

With care and courage building me. 
Till I reach heav'n, and much more thee. 



M 



66. Man. 

Y God, I heard this day, 
That none doth build a ftately habitation 
But he that means to dwell therein. 
What houfc more ftately hath there been, 
in be, then is Man? to whofe creation 
All things are in decay. 



For Man is ev'ry thing. 
And more ; He is a tree, yet bears n 
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A beaft, yet is, or (hould be more : 

Reafon and fpeech we onely bring. 

Parrats may thank us, if they are not mute. 

They go upon the fcore. 

Man is all fymmecrie. 
Full of proportion), one limbe to another. 
And aU to all the world befides : 
Each pare may call the fartheft, brother : 
For head with foot hath private omitie. 

And both with moons and tide;. 

Nothing hath got fo &rre. 

But Man hath caught and kept ic, as his prey> 

His eyes difmoum the higheft ftarrc ; 

He is in little all the fphere. 

Herbs gladly cure our flefli, bccaufe that they 

Fiade their acquaintance there. 

For us the windes do blow ; 
The earth doth reft, heav'n move, and fountains flow. 
Nothing we fee, but means our good. 
As our delight, or as our trea/ure: 
The whole is, either our cupboard oifeed. 
Or cabinet ctpUafure. 

The ftarres have us to bed ; 

Nightdrawschecurtain, which the funnc withdraws: 

Mulick and light attend our head. 

All things unto out pjb are kinde 
In their itjcent and beings to our mindt 
Ja their ajcent and eaufe. 



Each thing b full of dutie : 
Waters united are our navigation j 
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DillinguUhed, our habitation ; 

Below, our drink ; ^bpve, our meat : 
Both arc our cleaDlinelTe, Hath one fuck beautie? 
Then how are all things neat [ 

More fervants wait on Man, 
Than he'l take notice of: in cv'ry path 

He treads down that which doth befriend him. 
When lickncffe makes him pale and wan. 
Oh mightie love ! Man is one world, and hath 
Another to attend him, 

Since then, my God, thou haft 
So brave a Palace built ; O dwell in it. 
That it may dwell with thee at laft ! 
Till then, afford us fo much wit ; 
That, OS the world fervea us, we may fervc thee. 
And both thy fervants be. 



6j, Antiphon. 



Cher. TJRAISED be the God of love, 
X^ Men. Here below, 

Atigels. And here above : 

Char. Who hath dealc hb mercies fo, 
Ang. To his friend. 
Men. And to his foe ; 

Char. That both grace and glorie tend 
Ang. Us of old, 
Men. And as in ih' end. 

, .Coojlc 
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Cbor. The great Shepherd of the fold 
jiag. Us did make. 
Men. Forus was fold. 



Cbor. He our foes in pieces brake : 
Jig. Him we touch ; 
Men. And him we take. 

Chor. Wherefore fince that he is fuch, 
■Ang. We adore. 
Men. And we do crouch. 

Chor. Lord, thy prajfes fliould be more. 
Men. We have none, 
Jag. And we no ftore. 

Cbcr. Praifed be the God alone 

Who hath made of two folds o 



68. Unkindneffe. 

LORD, make me coy and tender to ofiend : 
In ftiendlhip, £rll I think, if chat agree. 

Which I intend. 
Unto my friends intent and end. 
I would not ufe a friend, as I ufe Thee. 

If any touch my friend, or his good mmie. 
It is my honour and my love to free 

His blaAed £une 
From the leaft fpot or thought of blame. 
I could not ufe a friend, as I ufe Thee. . 
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My friend may fpit upon my curiotu floore : 
Would he have gold i I lend it inflantly ; 
But let the poore. 
And thou within them llarve at doore. 
I cannot ufe a friend, as I ufe Thee. 

When that my friend pretendeth to a place, 
I quit my incereft, and leave it free : 

But when thy grace 
Sues hr my heart, I thee difpUce ; 
Nor would I ufe a friend, as 1 ufe Thee. 

Yet can a friend what thou haft done fiilfill f 
O write in brals. My Gad upan a tree 

His bkud did Spill, 
Ontly te purcbaft my good-tsill: 
Yet ufe I not my foes, as I ufe thee. 



69. Life. 
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I MADE a pofie, while the day ran by: 
Here will I fmell my remnant out, and tie 
My life within this band. 
But time did becken to the flowers, and they 
By noon moft cunningly did fteal away. 

And wither'd in my hand. 

My hand was next to them, and then my heart ; 
I took, without more thinking, in good part 

Times gentle admonition ; 
Who did fo fweetly deaths fad tafte convey. 
Making my minde to finell my fatall day. 

Yet fugring the fuTpicion. 
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Farewdl, dear flowers, fweetly your time ye fpent. 
Fit, while ye liv'd, for fmell or onvuncnt. 

And after death for cures. 
I follow ilraight without complaints or grief. 
Since if my fcent be good, I care not, if 

It be as fhori as youn. 



70. Submiffion. 

BUT that thou art my wifdome. Lord, 
And both mine eyes are thine. 
My minde would be eitreamly ftirr'd 
For milGng my defigne. 

Were it not better to bellow 

Some place and power on me t 

Then fhould thy praifes with me grow. 
And fhare in my degree. 

But wlien I thus difpute and grieve, 

I do refume my ftght ; 
And pilfring what I once did give, 

DilTeize thee of thy right. 

How know I, if thou fliouldft me raife. 
That I Ihoiild then rdfe theef 

Perhaps great places and thy praife 
Do not fo well agree. 

Wherefore unto my gift I lUndj 

I will no more advife : 
Onely do thou lend me a hand. 

Since thou hall both mine eyei. . , 
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71. Jufticc. 

I CANNOT fkill of thefe thy ways : 
Lord, tbeu didft make me, yetthau wtundtfl m 
Lard, tbau deft wsand mi, yet ibas daft relieve mi 
Lord, tbou relieveft, yet I die by thee : 
Lord, tbou daft kill me, yet tbau daft reprieve me. 

But when I mark my lift and praUe, 
Thy juflice me moft fitly payea : 
For, / da fraije thee, yet I praife tbei net ; 
My prayers mean thee, yet my prayers ftray : 
I toeuld da well, yet finne the band hatb gat : 
Myfaul datb love ibee, yet it loves delay. 
I cannot dull of thefe my ways. 



72. Charms and Knots. 

HO reade a chapter when they rife, 
Sliall ne're be troubled with ill eyes, 

A poore mans rod, when thou doft ride. 
Is both 3 weapon and a guide. 

Who Ihuts his hand, hath loll his gold : 
Who opens it, hath it twice told. 

Who goes to bed, and doth not pray, 
Makech two nights to ev'ry day. 

, .Coojlc 
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Who hf afperiiong throw a ftonc 
At th' head of others, hit iheir own. 

Who looks on ground with humble eyes, 
FiDdes himfelf there> and leeks to rife. 

When th' iiair is fweet through pride or luft. 
The powder doth forget the duft. 

Take one from ten, and what remains } 
Ten lull, if fermons go for gains. 

In Ihallow waters heav'n doth Ihow : 
But who drinks on, to hell may go. 



73. Afflidion. 
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fY God, I read this day, 
. That planted Paradife was not fo iirm 
As was and is thy floring Ark ; whofe ftay 
And anchor thou art onely, to cai>firm 
And ftrengthen it in .e^y age^ 
When waves do rife, and tempefts rage. 

At firft we Iiv'<{ in.pleafure ; 
Thine own delights thou didft to us. impart : 
When we grew wanton, thou didft ufc difpleafure 
To make us thine ; yet that we might not part. 
As we at firll did board with thee, 
Now thou woujdft tafte our miferie. 

There i) but joy and grief; 
If either will convert us, we are thine ; 

, .Coojlc 
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Some Angels uPd the firft ; if our relief 
Take up the fecond, then thy double line 
And fev'raH baits in either kinde 
Fumifh thy table to thy minde. 

Affliflion then is ours ; 
We are the trees, whom fliating Jaifcns more. 
While bluftring windes deftroy the wanton bowres. 
And ruffle all their curious knots and Aore. 
My God, fo temper joy and wo. 
That thy bright beams may tame thy bow. 



74. Mortification. 

How foon doth man decay ! 
When clothes are taken from a cheft offweet* 
To fwaddle inftints, whofc young breath 

Scarce knows the way ; 
Thofe clouts are little winding Iheets, 
Which do conGgne and fend them unto death. 

When boyes go firft to bed. 
They ftep into their volontarie graves ; 

Sleep bindes them fall; onely their breath 

Makes them not dead. 
Succeflive nights, like rolling waves. 
Convey them quickly, who are bound for death. 

When youth is frank and free. 
And calls for mufick, while his veins do fwell. 
All day exchanging mirth and breathy 
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In companie ; 
That mufick fummom to the knell. 
Which fliall befriend him at the houfc of death. 

When man grows Ilald and wife. 
Getting a houfe and home, where he may move 
Within the circle of his breath. 

Schooling his eyes ; 
That dumbe indofure maketh love 
. Unto the coffin, that attends his death. 

When age grows low and weak. 
Marking his grave, and thawing cv'iy yeare. 
Till all do melt, and drown his breath 

When he would fpeak j 
A chair or litter fliows the biere. 
Which fliall convey him to the houfe of death, 

Man, ere he is aware. 
Hath put together a folemnitte. 

And drefl his herfe, while he has breath 

As yet to fpare. 
Yet, Lord, inftruft us fo to die 
That all thefe dyings may be life in death. 



75, Decay. "^ 

SWEET were the dayesiwhen thou didft lodge with 
Struggle wiih Jacob, fit with Gideon, [Lot, 
Advife with Abraham, when thy power could not 
Encounter Mofes ftrong complaints and moan : 
Thy words were then. Let me ah^e. 
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Odc might have fought and fband tbee prefently 
At fome &ir oak, or bufli, or cave, or well : 
Is my God this way i No, they would reply j 
Me 19 to Sinai gone, as we heard leU : 

Lifl, ye may heare great Aaroas bell. 

But now thou doft thyfelf immure and dole 

In fome one corner of a fceblejieart : 
Where yet both Sinne and Safen, thy old foes. 
Do pinch and ftraiten thee, and ufe much art 
To gain thy thirds and little part. 

I fee the world grows old, when as the heat 
Of thy great love once fpread, a9 in an urn 
Doth clofet up itfelf, and ftiti retreat. 
Cold Itnne fUll forcing it, till it return 

And calling JulUce, all things burn. 



V 



76. Miferie. 



LORD, let the Angels praife thy name. 
Man is a foolifli thing, a fooliih thing. 
Folly and Sinne play all hb game. 
His houfe ftill burns ; and yet he ftill doth fing, 
Man is but grajfe, 
Ht knom it.JiU thi shjfe. 

How canil thou brook his foolilhneiTe i 
Why, he'l not lofe a cup of drink for thee : 

Bid him but temper his ezcelTe ; 
Not he : he knows, where he can better be. 
As he will fwear. 
Then to feive thee i^ fear. 
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What flrange pollations doth he wed. 
And inake hu own i u if none knew, but he. 

No man fhall beat into his head 
That thou within his curtiina drawn canft fee : 
They are of cloth. 
Where never yet came moth. 

The heft of men, turn bat thy hand 
For one poore minute, ftamble at a pinnc : ' 
I They would not have their a&ions fcann'd, 

1 Nor any ibrrow tell them that they finne, 
I Though it be fmall. 

And meafure not their fall. 

They quarrell thee, and would gjve over 
The bargain made to feire thee : but thy love 

Holds them unto it, and doch cover 
Their follies with the wing of thy milde Dove, 
Not fuff* ring thofe 
Who would, to be thy foes. 

My God, Man cannot praife thy name : 
Thou art all br^htnefle, per^ft puriiie : 
I The funne holds down his head for fhame, 

Dead with eclipfes, when we fpeak of ihee. 
How Hull infection 
Prefume on thy perieAJon i 

As dirtie hand* foul all they touch. 
And thofe thinp moft, which are moft pure and line : 

So our clay hearts, ev'n when we crouch 
To fing thy praifes, make them \d& divine. 
Yet either this, 
Or none thy portion is, 

, .Coojlc 
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Man cannot ferve thee ; let him go 
And ftrvc the fwine : there, there is his delight; 

He doth not like thia vertue, no ; 
Give him his dirt to wallow in all night; 
Thcfe Preachers make 
His head to Ihoot and alee. 

Oh foolifli man! where are thine eyes? 
How hall thou loft them in a crowd of cares? 

Thou pull'ft the rug, and wilt not nfe. 
No not to purchafe the whole pack of flanes ; 
There let them Oiine, 
Thou mull go fleep, or dine. 

The bird that fees a daintie bowre 
Made in the tree, where flie was wont to fit. 

Wonders and lings, but not his power 
Who made the arbour : this exceeds her wit. 
But Man doth know 
The fpring, whence all chin^ flow : 

And yet as though he knew it not. 
His knowledge winks, and lets his humours reignc '. 

They make his life a conilant blot. 
And all the bloud of God to run in vain. 

Ah, wretch ! what verfe 
Can thy firange wayes rehearfe ? 

Indeed at firft Man was a ireafure, 
A box of jewels, fliop of rarities, 

A ring, whofe pofie was. My flea/ure: 
He was a garden in a Paradife : 

Glorie and grace 
Did crown lua heart and iaxx. 
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But finne hath fbol'd him. Now he u 
A lump of flelh, without a foot or wing 
To raife him to the glimpfe of bjifle ; 
A lick toiT'd Tcflel, dalhing on each thing; 
Nay, his own ftielf : 
My God, I mean myfclf. 



w 



yy. Jordan. 

HEN firft my lines of heav'oly joyes made 



Sach was thdr luftre, they did fo excell. 
That I fought out quaint words, and trim ii 
My thoughts began to burnifh, fprout, and fwell. 
Curling with metaphors a plain intention. 
Decking the lenfe, as if it were to fell. 

Thoufands of notions in my brain did runne, 

Off'ring their fervice, if I were not fped : 

I often blotted what I had begunne ; 

This was not quick enough, and that was dead. 

Nothing could feem too rich to clothe the funne. 

Much lefle thofe joyes which trample on his head. 

At flames do work and winde, when they afcend ; 
So did I weave myfelf into the fenfe. 
But while I huftled, I might hear a friend 

Whifper, Hate aide is all this long pretence ! 
There is in Uvt a fweetnejfe ready peiin'd: 
Cefie eut aaely that, andfave expenfe. 
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78. Prayer. 

OF what an eafic quick acceiTe, 
My blefled Lord, art thou ! how fuddenly 
May our requcfta thine care invade ! 
To (hew that ftate dillikes not cafinefle. 
If I but lift mine eyea, my fuit is piade : 
Thou canft no more not heare, than thou canft die. 

Of what fupreme almighrie power 
Is thy great arm which fpans the caft and weft. 

And tacks the centre lo the fphere ! 
By it do aU things live their meafur'd houre ; 
We cannot alk the thing, which is not there. 
Blaming the {haUownelTe of our requeft. 

Of what uomeafurable love 
Art thou poffeft, who, when thou couldft not die, 

Wert fein to take our flefti and curie. 
And for our fates in perfon fmne reprove; 
That by delboying that which ty'd thy purfe. 
Thou mightft make way for liberaUtie ! 

Since then thefe three wait on thy throne, 
Eafe, Power, and Lovi : I value prayer fo, 

Tliat were I to leave all but one. 
Wealth, fame, endowments, venues, all fliould go; 
I and deare prayer would together dwell. 
And quickly gain, for each inch loft, an ell. 
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79. Obedience. 



M'^, 



rY God, if writings may 
. Convey a Lordftiip any way 
Whither the buyer and the leHer pleafe j 

Let it not thee difpleafe. 
If this poore paper do as much as they. 

On it my heart doth bleed 
As many lines, as there doth need 
To paffe itfelf and all it hath to thee. 

To which I do agree. 
And here prefent it as my fpeciall deed. 

If that hereafter Pleafure 
Cavill, and claim her part and meafure. 
As if this pailed with a refervation, 

Or fome fuch words in faihion ; 
I here exclude the wrangler from thy treafure, 

O let thy faered will 
Al! thy delight in me fulfill 1 
Let me not think an aftion mine own way. 

But as thy love fllall fway, 
Religning up the radder to thy ikill. 

Lord, what is man to thee, 
- That thou fliouldft minde a rotten tree ? 
Yet fince thou canft not choofe but fee my aftions ; 

So great are thy perfeflions, 
ThoQ mayfl as well my aftions guide, as fee. 
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Beftdcs, thy death and bload 
Show'd a ftratige love to all our good : 
Thy forrows were in eameft ; no iaint profiir. 

Or fuperficiall offer 
Of what we might not take, or be withftood. 

Wherefore I all forego : 
To one word onely I fay. No : 
Where in the deed there was an intimation 

Of a gift or Jsn/ithn, 
Lord, let it now by way oi purebafe go. 

He that will paffe his land. 
As I have mine, may fet his lund 
And heart unto this deed, when he hath read ; 

And make the purchafe fpread 
To both our goods, if he to it will ftand. 

How happie were my part. 
If fome kinde man would chrufl his heart 
Into thefe lines; till in heav'ns court of rolls 

They were by winged fouls 
Entred for both, farre above their defert I 



80. Confcience. 

PEACE pratJer, do not lowre : 
Not a fair look, but thou doft call it foul : 
Not a fweet dilh, but thou doll call it fowre : 
Mufick to thee doih howl. 
By liftning to thy chatiing fears 
I bare both loft mine eyes and cares. 
.Coojlc 
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Pnitler, no more, I fsy : 

My thoughcs muft work, but like ■ noifelefle fphere. 

Harmonious peace muA rock them all the da/ : 
No roam for pratlers there. 
If thou perTiIIeft, I will tell thee. 
That I have phyfick (o expell thee. 

And the receit fhall be 

My Saviours bloud : vrhenevcr at hia board 

I do but tafle it, Itraight it clcanfeth me. 

And leaves thee not a word ; 

No, not a tooth or nail to fcratcb. 

And at my afUons carp, ot catch. 

Yet if thou talkeftftill, 

Bcfidn my phylick, know there's fome for thee : 

Some wood and nails to make a ftafie or bill 

For thofe that trouble me : 

The bloudie croffe of my deare Lord 

Is both lay phylick and my fword. 



8 1. Sion. 

LORD, with what glorie wall thou ferv'd of old. 
When Solomons temple flood and flourilhed ! 
Where moft things were of pureft gold ; 
The wood was all embellifhed 
With flowen and carvings, myfticall and rare: 
All fhow'd the builders, crav'd the feers care. 

Yet all this glorie, all this pomp and liate. 
Did not iSt& thee much, was not thy aim 
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Something there, was that fow'd debate : 
Wberefore thou quut'ft thy ancient claim : 

And now thy ArchiteAnre meets with finnc ; 

For all thy frame and fabriqk is within. 

There thou art llrugglitig with a peevifli heart. 
Which fometimes crolTeth thee, thou fometiines il 

The fight is hard on either part. 

Great God doth fight, he doth fabmit. 
All Solomons fea of braJTe and world of ftone 
Is not fo deare to thee as one good grone. 

And truly braJTe and flones are heavie things, 

Tombes for the dead, not temples fit for thee : 
But grones are quick, and fill! of wings. 
And all their motions upward be ; 
And ever as they mount, like larks they fing : 
The note ia fad, yet mufick for a king. 



82. Home. 

COME, Lord, my head doth bum, my heart is lick. 
While thou doft ever, ever ftay : 

Thy long deferrings wound me to the quick. 
My fpirit gafpeth night and day. 

O fliew thy felf to me. 
Or take me up to thee ! 

How canft thou ftay, confidering the pace 

The bloud did make, which thou didft wafte ? 
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When I behold it tricUing down thy &ce, 
I never faw thiag make fuch hafte. 
Ofliow thyfelftome. 
Or take me up to thee ! 

When man was loft, thy pitie lookt about. 

To fee what help in th' earth or Jkie : 

But there wa^ none ; at leaft no help without : 
The help did in thy bofomc lie. 
O fliow thy felf. &c. 

There lay .thy Ibnne : and muft he leave that neS, 
That hive of fweeiaefle, to remove 

Thraldome from thofe, who would not at a feaSt 
Leave one poore apple for thy love I 
O (how thy felf, &c. 

He did, he. came : O my Redeemer deare. 
After all this eanft thou be firange ? 

So many yearea baptiz'd, and not appeare ; 
As if thy love could fill or change i 
O fliow thy felf, &c. 

Yet if thou gayeft lUll, why muft I Hay ? 

My God, what is this world to me? 
Thi5 world of wo ? hence, all ye clouds, away. 

Away ; I muft get up and fee. 

O fliow thy felf, &c. 

What is this weary world ; this meat and drink. 
That chains us by the teeth fo taft ? 

What is this woman-kinde, which I can wink 
Into a blacknefle and diftaftef 

O fliow thy felf, &c. 
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With one fiiull Jigh thou gav'A me tb' other day 

I blalled all the joyes about me : 
And Icouling on them as they pin'd away, 

Non come again, faid I, and flout me> 
O Ihow thy felf to me. 
Or take me up to thee ! 

Nothing but drought and dearth, but bufli and brake. 
Which way fo*e're I look, I fee. 

Some may dream merrily, but when they wake. 
They dreffe themfelves and come to thee. 
O ftiow thy felf. Sec. 

We talk of harvefb ; there are no fuch things. 
But when we leave our com and hay : 

There b no fhiitfull yeare, but that which brings 
The lall and lov'd, though dreadfull day. 
O ftiow thy felf. Sec. 

Oh loole this frame, this knot of man untie! 

That my free foul may ufe her wing. 
Which now is pinion'd with mortalitie. 

As an intangled, hamper'd thing. 
O Jhow thy felf. Sec. 

What have I left, that I fhould ftay and grone t 
The moft of me to heav'n is fled : 

My thoughts and joyes are all packt np and gone, 
And for their old acqu^ntance plead. 
O fliow thy felf. Sec, 

Come, deareft Lord, paffe not this holy fcafon. 
My flelh and bones and joynts do pray : 
And ev'n my verfe, when by the ryme and reafon 
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The word is. Slay, fays ever, Cime. 
O Ihow thj" felf to me. 
Or cake me up to thee ! 



83. The Britifli Church. 

I JOY, deare Mother, when I view 
Thy perlcA lineaments, and hue 

Both Iweet and bright : 

Beaude in thee takes up her place, 
And datei her letters from thy face. 

When Ihe doth write. 

A fine aTpeft in fit aray. 

Neither too mean, nor yet too gay. 

Shows who is befl : 

Oatlandifh looks may not compare ; 
For all they either painted are. 

Or clfe undrell. 

She on the hills, which wantonly 
Allureth all in hope to be 

By her preferr'd. 

Hath kiiPd fo long her painted Jhrinet, 
That cv'n her face by kilSng Ihines, 
For her reward. 

She in the valley 19 fo fliie 
Of drefling, that her hair doth lie 
About her eares : 

.Coojlc 
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While Ihe avoids her neighbour! pride. 
She wholly goe< on th' other fide. 

And nothing wears. 

Bat, deareft Mother, (what thofe mifle) 
The mean thy praife and glorie is. 
And long may be. 

BlelTed be God, whoTe love it wa» 
To double-moat thee with his grace, .. 
And none but thee. 



84. The Quip. 

THE merrie world did on a day 
With his trais-bands and mates agree 
To meet together, where I lay. 
And all in fport to geere at me, 

FirA, Beautie crept into a rofe ; 
Which when I pluckt not. Sir, faid ftie. 
Tell me, I pray, Whofe hands are thofe ? 
But thou Dialt anfwer. Lord, for me. 

Then Money came, and chinking ftill. 
What tune is this, poore man I faid he : 
I heard in Mufick you had fkill : 
But thou fhalt anfwer. Lord, for me, 

Then came brave Glorie puffing by 
In fiJks chat whiftled, who but he ! 
He fcarce allow'd me half an eic : 
But thou fhalt anfwer. Lord, for me. 

, .Coojlc 
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Then came quick Wit and ConveHauon, 

And he would needs a comfort be. 
And, to be Ihort, make an oradon. 
But thou Ihalt anfwer. Lord, for me. 

Yet when the hoare of thy ddigne 
To anfwer thefe fine things IhaJI come ; 
Speak not at lar^, fay, I am thine. 
And then they have their anfwer home. 



85. Vanitie. 

POORE filly foul, whofe hope and head lieg low j 
Whofe flat delights on earth do creep and gtow : 
To whom the ttarres Ihine not fo fair, as eyes ; 
Nor folid work, as iaife embroyderiea ; 
Hark and beware, lefl what you now do meafure. 
And write for fweet, prove a moJl fowre difpleafure. 

O heare betimes lefl thy relendog 

May come too late ! 
To purchafe heaven for rependng 

Is no hard rate. 
If Ibuls be made of earthly mould. 
Let ihem love gold ; 
If bom on high. 
Let them unto their kindred flie : 
For they can never be at reft. 
Till they regain their ancient nell. 
Then filly foul take heed ; for earthly joy 
Is but ■ bubble, and makes thee a boy. 

.Coojlc 
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86. The Dawning. 

AWAKE fad heart, whom forrow ever drowns : 
Take up thine eyes, which feed on earth. 
Unfold thy forehead gathcr'd into frowns : 
Th/ Saviour comes, and with him mirth : 
Awake, awake ; 
And with a thanlifull heart his comforts take. 
But thou doft ftill lament, and pine, and crie ; 
And feel bis death, but not his viflorie. 

Arife fad heart; if thou doll not withfland, 

Chrifts rcfurrcftjon thine may be : 
Do not by hanging down break from the hand. 
Which as it rifeth, raifeth thee : 

Arife, arife ; 
And with his buriall-linen drie thine eyes. 

Chrifl left his grave-clothes^ that we might, when 

grief 
Draws tcan. or bloud, not want an handkerchief. 



87. Jesu. 

JESU is in my heart, his facred name 
Is deeply carved there : but th' other week 
A great affliction broke the little frame, 
Ev'n all to pieces ; which 1 went to feek : 
And fitft I found the corner where was y. 
After, where ES, and next where U was graved. 
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When I had got thefc parcels, inftandy 
I fat me down to fpell them, and perceived 
That to my broken heart he was / eafe you. 
And to my whoJc is JESV. 



88. Bufineffe. 

CANST be idle? canft thou play, 
FooliOi foul who linn'd to day? 

Rivers run, and fprings each one 
Know their home, and get them gone : 
Haft thou tears, or haft thou none? 

If, poore foul, thou haft no ttar) ; 
Would thou had ft no £iults or fears ! 
Who hath thefe, thofe ill forbears. 

Windes ftill work : it is their plot. 

Be the feafon cold, or hot : 

Haft ihou fighs, or haft thou not ? 

If thou haft no fighs or grones. 
Would thou hadft no flefli and bones ! 
Lcfter pains fcape greater ones. 

But if yet thou idle be, 
Foolifti foul. Who di'd for thee ? 

Who did leave his Fathers throne. 
To affumc thy flelb and bone ? 
Had he life, or had he none? 
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Ifhe had not liv'd for thee. 
Thou hadft di'd moft wretchedly ; 

And two deaths had been thy iec. 

He fo fiirrc thy good did plot. 
That his own fclf he forgot. 
Did he die, or did he not? 

Ifhe had not di'd for thee. 
Thou hadft liv'd in mifcric. 
Two lives worfe then ten deaths be. 

And hath any fpace of breath 
Twizt his linnes aad Saviours death f 

He that lofeth gold, though drofle. 
Tells to all he meets, his croffe : 
He that linnes, hath he no loffcf 

He that findes a Itlver rein. 
Thinks on it, and thinks ^ain : 
firmgs thy Saviours death no gain ? 

Who in heart not ever kneels. 
Neither finne nor Saviour feels. 



89. Dialogue. 

SWEETEST Saviour, if my foul 
Were but worth the having. 
Quickly Ihould I then control) 
Any thought of waving. 
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But when all my care and pains 
Cannot give the name of gains 
To thy wretch fo full of ftsins j 
What delight or hope remains i 

What (ebilie), is the hallance thine, 
7T>ine the pei/e and medjart f 

If Ifaj, Thenjhalt be mine. 
Finger not my treafure. 

What the gains in having thee 

Do amount to, onely be. 

Who for man was fold, can fee. 

That tramferr'd tb' accounts to me. 

Leading to this favour ; 
So the way to fit me for it, 

Ij beyond my favour. 
As the reafon then is thine ; 
So the way is none of mine :. 
I difclaim the whole deligne : 
Sinne difclaims and I refigne. 

That is all. if that I could 

Get toitbout repining s 
And my clay my creature mould 

Folhto myrefgning: 
That as I did freely part 
With my gloric and defert. 

Left alljsyes to feel all fmart 

Ah ! no mote : thou break'ft my heart. 
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90. 



Dulneffe. 



WHY do I langoifli thus, drooping and dull, 
Aa if I were all earth t 
O give me quicknelTe, thai I may with mirth 

Praife thee brim-full 1 

The wanton lover in a curious ftrain 
Can praife his lairefi fair ; 
And with quaint mctaphora her curled hair 
Curl o're again : 

Thou art my lovelinelFe, my life, my light, 

Beautie alone to me : 
Thy bloudy death and undefcrv'd, makes thee 
Pure red and white. 

When all perfections as but one appeare. 

That tbofe thy form doth fliow. 
The very dull, where thou doA tread and go 
Maket beauties here ; 

Where are my lines then? my approaches f views J 

Where are my window-fongs f 
Lovers are ftill pretending, and ev'n wrongs 
Sharpen tlieir Mufe, 

But I am lofl in flelh, whofe fugred lyes 

Still mock me, and grow bold : 
Sure thou didll put a minde there, if I could 
Finde where it lies. 
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Lord, cleare thy gift, Chat with a coDftant v, 

I may but look towards thee : 
Laok onely ; for to leve thee, who can be. 

What angel fit? 



91. Love-Joy. 

As on a window late I call mine eye, 
I faw a vine drop grapes with J and C 
Anneal'd on every bunch. One ftanding by 
Alk'd what it meant. I (who am never loth 
To Tpend my judgement) faid. It feem'd to me 
To be the bodie and the letters both 
Of yaj and Charities Sir, you have not miff'd. 
The man reply'd; It 6gures JESVS CHRIST. 



92. Providence. 

O SACRED Providence, who from end to end 
Strongly and Iweetly movell! fliail I write. 
And not of thee, through whom my fingers bend 
To hold my quill ? fhall they not do thee right ? 

Of all the creatures both in (ea and land, 
Onely to Man thou haft made known thy wayes. 
And pat the penne alone into his hand. 
And made hiro Secretaiie of thy praife. 

Beafts lain would fingj birds ditcie to their notes; 
Trees woald be tuning on their native lace 
To thy renown : but all cheir hands and throats 
Are brought to Man, while they are lame and mute. 
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Man it the worlds high Prkft : he doth prefent 

The facrificc for all ; while they below 

Unto the fcrviee mutter an aflent. 

Such as Iprings ufe that fall, and windea that blow. 

He that to praife and laud thee doth refrain. 
Doth not refrain unto himfelf alone. 
But robs a thouland who would praife thee &in ; 
And doth commit a world of finne in one. 

The lieafts fay, Eat me j but, if bcafts muft teach. 
The tongue k youra to eat, but mine to praife. 
The trees fay. Pull me : but the hand you ftretch 
Is mine to write, as it ia yours to raife. 

Wherefore, molt faered Spirit, I here prefent 
For me and all my fellows praife to thee: 
And juft it ia that I Ihould pay the rent, 
Becaufe the benefit accrues to me. 

We all acknowledge both thy power and love 

To be exafl, tranfcendent, and divine ; 

Who doft fo ftrongly and fo fweedy move. 

While all things have their will, yet rone tiut thine. 

For either thy cemmand, or thy permifften 
Lay hands on all : they are thy right and left: 
The firft puts on with fpeed and expedition ; 
The other curbs finnes Healing pace and theft; 

Nothing efcapes them both : all muft appeare. 
And be difpof'd, and dreff'd, and tun'd by thee, 
-Who fweeily temper'ft all. If we could heate 
Thy Hull and art, what muficfc would it be ! 
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Thou art in finall ihinga great, not fmaU in any : 
Thy even praife can neiiher rife, nor fall. 
Thou art in all things one, in each thing many : 
For thou an infinite in one and all. 

Tempelb are calm to thee, they know thy hand. 
And hold it &ft, as children do their fathers. 
Which crie and follow. Thou haft made poore Tand 
Checle the proud fea, ev'n when it fwells and gathers. 

Thy cupboard ferves the world : the meat is fet. 
Where all may .reach: no beaft but knows his feed. 
Birds teach -us hawking ; fiihes have their net : 
The great prey on the lefle, they on fame weed. 

Nothiog-ingendied doth prevent his meat; 
Flies have their table fpread, ere they appeare ; 
Some creatures have in winter what to eat ; 
Others do lleep, and envie not their cheer. 

How finely doll thou times and feafons fpin. 

And make a twill checkcr'd with night and day ! 
Which as it lengthens windes, and windes us in. 
As bouls go on, but turning all the way. 

Each creature hath a wifdome for his good. 
The pigeons feed their tender off-fpring, crying. 
When they are callow; bat withdraw their food. 
When they are fledge, that need may teach themflyii^. 

Bees work for man ; and yet they never bruife 
Their m afters flower, but leave ii, having done. 
As fiir as ever, and as fit to ufc : 
So both the flower doth Hay, and hony run. 

, , .Google 
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Sheep eat the grafTe, and dung the ground for more : 
Trees after bearing drop their leaves for foil : 
Springs vent their ftreams, and hj expenfe get ftore : 
Clouds cool by heat, and baths by cooling boiL 

Who hath the vertue (o cipreffe the rare 
And curious vertues both of herbs and ftoncs? 
Is there an herb for that ? O that thy care 
Would ihow a root, that gives expreJSons 1 • 

And if an herb hath power, what hath the ftarrcs? 
A rofe, bcfidcs his beaucie, is a cure. 
DoubcIeUe our plagues and plentie, peace and warres. 
Are there mucli furer than our art is fure. 

Thou haft hid metals : man may take them thence ; 
But at his perill ; when he digs the place. 
He makes a grave ; as if the thing had fenfe. 
And chreatned man, that he IhouJd fiU the fpace. 

Ev'n poyfons praife thee. Should a thing be loft ? 
Should creatures want, for want of heed their due! 
Since where are poyfons, antidotes are moft ; 
The help Hands clofe, and keeps the &ar in view. 

The fea, which feems to flop the traveller. 
Is by a fliip the fpeedier paflage made. 
The windea, who think they rule the mariner. 
Are rul'd by him, and taught to ferve his trade. 

And aa thy houfe is full, fo I adore 

Thy curious art in marfhalling thy goods. 

The hills with health abound, the vales with ftore ; 

TheSouthwithmarble; North withfunes and woods. 
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Hard things are glorious ; caTie things good cheap ; 
The common all men have ; that which ia rare, 
Men therefore Teek to have, and care to keep. 
The healthy froib wiih fiimmer'-fruica compare. 

L^t without winde is glalTe : warm without weight 
Is wool! and fiirres : cool without clofenelTe, Ihade : 
Speed without pains, a horfe : tall without height, 
A lervile hawk : low without lofie, a fpade. 

All countries have enough to ferve their need : 
If thejrfeek fine things, thou doft make them run 
For their oSence ; and then doA turn their fpeed 
To be commerce and trade from funne to funne. 

Nothing wears clothes, but Man ; nothing doth need 
But he to wear them. Nothing ufeth fire. 
But Man alone, to Jhow his heav'nly breed : 
And onely he liath fiiell in delire. 

When th' earth was dry, thou mad'ft a fea of wet : 
When that lay gathcr'd, thou didft broach the moun- 
When yet fome places could no moifture get, [tains: 
The windes grew gard'ners, and the clouds good foun- 

Kain, do not hurt my flowers ; but gently fpend 
Vour hony drops : prefle not to fmell them here ; 
When tliey are ripe, their odour will afcend. 
And at your lodging with their thanks appeare. 

How harfh are thorns to pears 1 and yet they make 
A better hedge, and need lefTe reparation. 
How imooth are filks compared with a (take. 
Or with a fbne I yet make no good foundation. 
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Sometimes thou doft divide thy ^fta to man. 
Sometimes unite. The Indian nut alone 
Is clothing, meat and trencher, drink and kan. 
Boat, cable. Call and needle, all in one. 

MoH herbs that grow in brooks, are hot and dry. 
Cold fruits warm kernclla help againft the wmde. 
The lemmona juice and rindc cure mutually. 
The whey of milk doth loole, the milk doth bmde. 

Thjf creatures leap not, hut expreflc a feaft, 
Where all the guelb fit dole, and nothing wants. 
Frogs marry filh and flelh ; bats, bird and beaft ; 
Sponges, non-lcnfe and fcnlc ; mines, th' earth and 
[plants. 
To fhow thou art not bound, as if thy lot 
Were worfe than ours, fometimes thou Ihifteft hands. 
Moft things move th' undcr-jaw ; the Crocodile not. 
Moft things Ileep lying, th' Elephant leans or Hands. 

But who hath praife enough ? nay, who hath, any ? 
None can exprefle thy works, but he that knows them ; 
And none can know thy works, which are fo many. 
And fo complete, but onely he that owes them. 

All things that are, though they have fev'rall wayes. 
Yet in their being joyn with one advice 
To honour thee : and fo I give thee praife 
In all my other hymnes, but in this twice. 

Each thing that is, although in uTe and name 
It go for one, hath many wayes in ftorc 
To honour thee ; and fo each hymne thy fame 
Extolleth many wayes, yet this one more. 
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93. Hope. 

I GAVE to Hope a watch of mine: but he 
An anchor gave to me. 
Then an old prayer-book I did prefent : 

And he an optick lent. 
With that I gave a viaU full of tears : 

But he a few green eares. 
Ah Loyterer ! I'le no more, no more I'le bring : 
I did expefl 3 ring. 



94. Sinnes round. 

SORRIE I am, my God, forrie I am. 
That my offences courie it in a ring. 
My thoughts are working like a bulie flame, 
Untill their cockatrice they halch and bring; 
And when they once have perfefted their draughts. 
My words take fire from my Inflamed thoughts. 

My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts. 
Which fpit it forth like the Sicilian hill. 
Theyventthe wares, and pafTe them with their &ults. 
And by their breathing ventilate the ill. 
But words fuffice not, where are lewd ii 
My hands do joyn to finjfli the ii 



My hands do joyn to finifh the it 

And To my Anncs afcend three ftories high. 



.ojlc 
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As Babel grew, before there were diflencions. 

Yet ill deeda loytcr not : for they fupplie 

New thoughts of finning j wherefore, to my flume, 

Sorrie I am, my God, forrtt I am. 



95. Time. 



MEETING with Time, flack thing, faid I, 
Thy fiche is dull ; whet it for fliame. 
No marvell Sir, he did replie. 
If it at length deferve fome blame : 

But where one man would have me grinde it, 
Twentie for one too fliarp do findc it. 

Perhaps fome fuch of old did pafle. 

Who above all things lov'd this life ; 

To whom thy fithe a hatchet was. 

Which now is but a pruning-knife. 

Chrifls coming hath made man thy debter. 
Since by thy cutting he grows better. 

And in his blelling thou art bleft : 

For where thou onely wert before 

An executioner at beft. 

Thou art a ^rd'ner now, and more. 
An uiher to convey our fouls 
Beyond the utmoft Aarres and poles. 

And this is that makes life fo long. 
While it detains na from our God. 
Ev'n pleafures here inereafe the wrong: 

.Ooojlc 
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And length of dxyes lecgtben the rod. 

Who wants the place, where God doth dwell. 
Parties already half of hell. 

or what llrange length muft that needs be. 
Which ev'n eternitic eicludcs ! 
Thus farre Time heard me patiently ; 
Then chafing faid. This man deludes : 

What do I here before his doore ? 

He doth not crave lefle time, but more. 



96. GratcfuIneiTe. 

THOU that halt giv'n To much to me. 
Give one thing more, a gratefull heart. 
See how thy begpr works on thee 
By art. 

He makes thy gifts occafion more. 
And layes. If he in this be crolt. 
All thou haft giv'n him heretofore 
Is loft. 

Bat thou didft reckon, when at firft 
Thy word our hearts and hands did crave. 
What il would come to at the worft 
To favc. 

Perpetuall knockings at thy doore. 
Tears fullying thy tranfparent rooms. 
Gift upon gift; much would have more, 
And comes. 
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This not withftanding, thou vrentft on. 
And didft allow us ail our nolfe : 
N^ thou haft made a figh and grone 
Thy joyes. 

Not that thou haft not Hill above 
Much better tunes, then grones can mabe ; 
But that thefe coun trey -aires thy love 
Did take. 

Wherefore I crie, and crie again ; 
And in no quiet canft thou t>e, 
Till I a thankfull heart obtain 

Of Ihee : 

Not thankful], when it pleafeth me ; 
As. if thy blefiings had fparc dayes : 
But fuch a heart, whofe pulle may be 
Thy praifc. 



97. Peace. 

SWEET Peace, where doft thou dwell ? I hui 
Let me once know. [bly era* 
I fought thee in a fecret cave. 

And alk'd, if Peace were there. 
A hollow winde did feem to anfwer. No : 
Go feek elfe where, 

I did ; and going did a rainbow note : 
Surely, thought I, 
Thi) is the lace of Peaces coat ; 



THE CHURCH. 
I will fearch out the maiter. 
But while I lookt, the clouds immediately 
Did break and Tcattcr. 

Then went I to a garden, and did fpy 
A gallant flower. 
The crown Imperiall : Sure, faid I, 
Peace at the root muft dwell. 
But when I digg'd, I faw a worm devoure 
What fliow'd fo well. 

Ac length I met a rev'rend good old man : 
Whom when for Peace 
I did demand, he thus began j 

There was a Prince of old .,;■ , ,, , ■ 
At Salem dwelt, who liv'd with good increafe 
Of flock and fold. 

He fweecly liv'd ; yet fweetnefle did not favc 
Hi» life from foes. 
But after death out of his grave 

There fprang twelve Ifalks of wheat : 
Whicli many wondring at, got Tome of thoTe 
To plant and fet. 

It profpePd ftrangely, and did foon difperfe 
Through all the earth : 

For they that tafte it do rehearfe. 
That vertue lies therein ; 
A lecret vertue, bringing peace and mirth 
By flight of finne. 

Take of this grain, which in my garden grows. 
And grows for you j 
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Make bread of it : and that repofe 
And peace, which ev'ry where 
With fo much earneftnelTe you do puriuc 
Is onely there. 



V 



98. Confcffion. 



O^ 



I WHAT a cunning guefl 
l! this fame grief! within my heart I 
made 

Clofets ; and in them many a chelt ; 
And tike a malter in my trade. 
In thofe chefta, boxes ; in each box, a till : 
Yet grief knows all, and enters when he will. 

No fcTue, no piercer can 
Into a piece of timber work and windci 
As Gods affliftions into man. 
When he a torture hath delign'd. 
They are too fubtilJ for the fubt'lleft hearts; 
And &11, like rheumes, upon the tendreft parts. 

We are the earth ; and they. 

Like moles within us, heave, and call about : ^jjk. 

And till they foot and clutch their prey. 

They never cool, much leffe give out. 

No fmith can make fuch locks, but they have teyes, 

Clofets are halls to them; and hearts, htgh-wayea. 

Onely an open breaft 
Doth fliut them out, fo that they cannot enter ; 
Or, if they enter, cannot reft. 
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But quickly reek fome new adventure. 
Smooth open hearts no ialtning have ; but GAion 
Doth give a hold and handle to affli^ion. 

Wherefore my &ults and Unnei, 

Lord, I acknowledge ; cake thy plagues away : 

For Jince confclSoii pardon winnes, 

I challenge here ihe brighteft day. 

The clearefl diamond : let them do their befi. 

They IhaJl be thick and cloudie to my breafi. 



99. GiddineHe. 

OH,whua thingismanl how &rre from power, 
From fetled peace and reft ! 
He is fome twencie fev'rall men at leaft 
Each fev'rall houre. 

One while he counti of heaven, as of his treafure '. 

Bnt then a thought creeps in. 
And calls him coward, who for fear of liune 

Will lofe a pleafure. 

^Now. he will light it out, and to the warres ; 
Now eat his bread in peace. 
And fnudge m quiet : now he fcornj increafe ; 
Now all day fpares. 

He builds a houfe, which quickly down muft go. 

As if a whirlwinde blew 
And cnilhc the building : and it's partly true. 

Hit minde is fo. 
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O what 1 fight were Man, if his attires 

Did alter with his minde ; 
And, like a Dolphins fkinne, his clothes cotnbin'd 

With his defircs ! 

Surely if each one faw another: heart. 

There would be no commerce. 

No fale or bai^n pafle : all would difperfe. 
And live apart. 



Lord, mend or rather make us : one 
Will not fuffice our torn : 

Except thou make us dayly, we Ihall fpurn 
Our own falvation. 



loo. The Bunch of Grapes. 

JOV, I did lock thee up : but fome bad man 
Hath let thee out again : 
And now, methinka, I am where I began 

Sev'n years ago : one vogue and vein. 
One aire of thoughts ufurpa my brain, 
I did toward Canaan draw ; but now I am 
Brought back to the Red fea, the fca of fliame. 

For as the Jews of old by Gods command 
Travell'd, and faw no town; 
So now each Chrillian hath his journeys fpann'd : 

Tbetc florie pennes and fets us down. 

A fingle deed is fmall renown. 
Gods works are wide, and let in future times ; 
His ancient juftice overflows our crimes. 
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Then have we too our guardian fires and clouds ; 

Our Scripture-dew drops faft: 
We have our fands and ferpeots, tents and Ihrowds 
Alas I our murmurings come not laft. 
But where'* the duller I where'* the tafte 
Of mine inheritance? Lord, if I muft borrow. 
Let me as well take up their joy, as ibrrow. 

But can he want the grape, who hath the wjne ? 

I have their fruit and more. 
Blefled be God, who profper'd Noahs vine, 

And made it bring forth grapes good Aore. 

But much more him I muft adore. 
Who of the laws fowre juice fweet wine did make, 
Ev'n God himfejf, being prelTed for my fake. 



loi. Love unknown. 

DEARE friend, fit down, the tale is long and &d : 
And in my ^ntinga I prefume your love 
Will more compile, then help. A Lord 1 had. 
And have, of whom fome grounds, which may im- 
I hold for two lives, and both lives in me. [prove. 
To him I brought a diih of fruit one day. 
And in the middle plac'd my heart. But he 

(1 figh to fay) 
Lookt on a fervant, who did know his eye 
Better than you know me, or (which is one) 
Then I my felf. The fervant inftantly 
Quittbg the fruit, iciz'd on my heart alone. 
And threw it in a font, wherein did iall 

.Coojlc 
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A ftroun ofbloud, which iflU'd from the fide 

Of a great rock : I well remember all. 

And have good caufe : there it was dipt and di'd. 

And wafht, and wrung : the ver^ wrin^ng yet 

Enfbrceth tears. Tsur heart toes foul, I fear. 

Indeed 'ti» true. , I did and do commit 

Many a lauli more than my leaTe will bear ; 

Yet ftlU alkt pardon, and naa not deni'd. 

But you Jhalt heare. After my heart wa» wel). 

And clean and &ir, a« I one even^nde 

(I figh to tell) 
Walkt by myielf abroad, I faw a large 
And rpacioiu fomace flaming, and thereon 
A boyling caldron, round about whafe vei^ 
Was in great letters fet AFFLICTION. 
The grcatnefTe fhew'd the owner. So I went 
To fetch a facrificc out of my fold, 
Thinking with that, which I did thus prefent. 
To warm his love, which I did ftar grew cold. 
But as my heart did tender it, the man 
Who wa^ [o Cake It from me, flipt his hand. 
And threw my heart into the fcalding pan ; 
My heart, that brought it (do you underftand ^ - 
The offerers heart. Tour heart was bard, I fear. 
liideed 'tis true. I found a callous matter 
Began to fpread and to exptiate there : 
But with a richer drug, then fcalding water, 
1 bath'd it often, ev'n with holy bloud. 
Which at a board, while many drank bare wine, 
A friend did fteal into my cup for good, 
Ev'n taken inwardly, and moft divine 
To fupple hardnefles. But at the length 
Out of the caldron getting, foon I fled 
Unto my houfe, where to repair the ftrength 
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Which I had ]oft, I hafled to mf bed : 
But when I thought to fieep out all thefe iiiulcs, 

(I figh to fpeak) 
I found that fome had Auff'd the bed with thoughts, 
I would fay tbems. Deare, coald my heart not break. 
When with my pleaTures ev'n my reft wa^ gone ? 
Full well I underftood, who had been there : 
For I had giv'n the key to none, but one : 
It muft be he. Tour heart was dull, Iftar. 
Indeed a flack and fleepie ftate of minde 
Did oft poirefTe me, fo that when I pray'd. 
Though my lips went, my heart did ftay behindc. 
But all my fcores were by another paid. 
Who took the debt upon him. Truly, Friend, 
For aught I heart, ycur Mafter pows tojtu 
Man favour then you wst of, Mark the end. 
The Font did smly, what was old, renew : 
The Caldran fuppled, what was grown too hard: 
The Thorns did quicken, what was grown too dull: 
All did but Jirive to mend, what you bad marr'd. 
Wherefore be eheer'd, and fraife him to the full 
Each day, each boure, each mtment of the week, 
Whafain would have you be, new, tender, quick. 



102. Man's Medley. 



ff 



f EARK, how the birds do ling, 
And woods do ring. 
All creatures have their jay, and man hath hb. 
Yet if we rightly meafure. 

Mans joy and pleafure 
Rather hereafter, then in ptefent, is. 
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To this life things of fenfc 

Make their pretence : 
Id th' other Angels have a right by birth : 
Man ties them both alone. 

And n»k« them one. 
With th' one hand touching heav'n, with th'other earth. 

In foul he mounts and flies. 
In flefh he dies. 
He wears a ftufle whofe thread is courfe and round. 
But trimm'd with curious lace. 
And ffliould take place 
After the trimming, not the ftuSe and ground. 

Not, that he may not here 

Tafte of the cheer: 
But as birds drink, and llraight lift up their head ; 
So niufl: he (ip and think 
Of better drink 
He may attain to, after he is dead. 

But ai his joyes are double. 
So is his trouble. 
He hath two winters, other things but one : 
Both frolb and thoughts do nip ; 
And bite his lip ; 
And he of all things fears two deaths alone. 

Yet ev'n the greateft griefs 

May be reliefs. 
Could he but take them right, and in their wayes. 
Happie is he, whofe heart 

Hath found the an 



THE CHURCH. 



A 



103. The Storm. 

IF as the wiades and waters here below 
Do flic and flow. 
My iighs and tears as buj*y were above ; 

Sore they would move 
And much aSeft tliee, as tempeftuous times 
Amaze poore mortals, and objeft their crimes. 

Starres have their ftorms, ev'n in a high degree. 

As well as we. 
A throbbing confcience fpurrfd by remorfe 

Hath a ftrange force : 
It quits the earth, and mounting more and more. 
Dares to allault thee, and be^ege thy doore. 

There it ftands knocking, to thy muficka wrong, 
And drowns the fong. 

Glorie and honour are let by till it 
An anfwer get. 

Poets have wrong'd poore ftorms : fucH dayes arc bef 

They purge the aire without, within the bteaft. 



104. Paradife. 

[BLESSEthee.Lord.becaufeloROw 
Among thy trees, which in a row 
To thee both fruit and order ow. 
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What open force, or hidden charm 
Can blaft my iruit, or bring tne harm. 
While the inclofure is thine aru? 

Inclofe me ftill for fear I etart. 
Be to me rather Jharp and tart, - 
Than let me want thy hand and art. 

When thou doft greater judgements spare. 
And with thy knife but prune and pare, 
Ev'n fruitful trees more fruitfull are. 

Such Ibarpnes fhows the fweetelt F r e n d : 
Such cuttings rather heal than rend: 
And fuch beginnings touch their end. 



105. The Method. 



POORE heart, lament. 
For fince thy God refufeth ftill. 
There b fome rub, fome difcontent. 
Which cools his will. 

Thy Father eould 
Quickly efie^, what thou doft move ; 
For he is Ftwir : and fure he would i 

For he is Leve. 

Go fcarch this thing. 
Tumble thy breaft, and turn thy book : 
If thou hadft loft a glove or ring, 

Wouldft thou not look i 

.Coojlc 
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What do I Tee 
Written above there i Yefttrdaj 
I did bf have me (arile/sly. 

When I did pray. 

And fliould Gods care 
To fuch indi&rents chained be. 
Who do not their own motions heare? 

Is God leflb free ? 

But fiay 1 what's there ? 
Late when I tatuld have fametbing done, 
I bad a motkn ts for bear, 

i'et I went en. 

And Ihould Gods ean. 
Which needs not man, be ty'd to thofe 
Who heare not him, but quickly heare 

Hia utter foes? 

Then once more pray : 
Down with thy knees, up with thy voice: 
Seek pardon iirft, and God will fay, 

Ghd heart rejayce. 



1 06. Divinitic. 

As men, fi>r Jear the ftarres lliould deep and nod. 
And trip at night, have fpheres Aippli'd ; 
Ai if a ftarre were duller than a clod, 

Which knows Ids way without a gaide : 
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Juft fo the other heav'n they alfo ferve. 

Divinities iranfcendent Ikie : 
Which with the edge of wit they cut and carve. 

Rcafon triumphs, and &ith lies by. 

Could not that wifdome, which firft broacht the wine. 
Have thicken'd it with definitions? 

And jagg'd his reamleiTe coat, had that been fine. 
With curioai queftions and divifions i 

But all the doflrine, which he taught and gave. 

Was cleare as heav'n, from whence it came. 

At leaft thofe beams of truth, which ondy fave, 
Surpafle in brightnelle any flame. 

Love God, and Utieyoar neigbhour, Watchand^ray, 

De as yeu would Be done unto. 
O dark inltra^ions, ev'n as dark as day ! 

Who can thefe Gordian knots undo i 

But he doth bid us take his bloud for wine. 

Bid what he pleafe ; yet I am fure, 
To take and tafte what he doth there defigne, 

Is all that faves, and not obfcure. 

Then bum thy Epicycles, fooliJh man ; 

Break all [hy fpheres, and fave thy head ; 
Faith needs no ftaffe of flefh, but ftoutly can 

To heav'n alone iwth go, and leade. 



THE CHURCH. 139 

107. Ephcf. iv. 30. 

Grisve not the Holy Spirit, etc. 

AND art thou grieved, fweet and facred Dove, 
When I am fowre. 
And crolTe thy lovef 
Grieved for me ? the God oS ftrength aad power 
Griev'd for a worm, which when I tread, 
I palTe awa^' and leave it deadi 

Then weep, mine eyes, the God of love doih grieve : 

Weep fbolilh heart. 

And weeping live; 

For death is drie as dull. Yet if ye part. 

End as the night, whofe fable hue 

Your linnea ezprefle; melt into dew. 

When fawcie mirth fliaJl knock or call at doore, 

Cry out. Get hence. 

Or cry no more. 

Almightie God doth grieve, he puts on fenfe : 

I finne not to my grief alone. 

But to my Gods too ; he doth grone. 

O take thy lute, and tune it to a ftrain. 
Which may with thee 
All day complain. 
There can no difcord but in cealing be. 

Marbles can weep ; and furely firings 
More bowels have, than fuch hard things. 
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Lord, I adjudge myftlf to tears and grief, 
Ev'n endlefle tears 

Without relief. 
If a cleare fpring for me no time forbears. 
But runnes, although I be not drie; 
I am DO CrylUU, what fhall I? 

Yet if I wail not ftill, fince ftil! to wail 
Nature denies ; 
And flelh would fall. 
If my deferts were maftera of mine eyes : 

Lord, pardon, for thy fonne makes goc 
My want of tears with Itore of bloud. 



io8. The Familie. 

WHAT doth this noife of thoughts within my 
As if they had a part f [heart. 

What do thefe loud complaints and pulling fears. 
As if there were no rule or eares f 

But, Lord, the houfe and &milie are thine. 
Though fome of them repine. 
Turn out thefe wranglers, which defile thy feat : 
For where ihou dwelleft all is neat, 

Firll Peace and Silence all difputes control!. 

Then Order plaies the foul ; 
And giving all things their fet forms and houres. 
Makes of wilde woods fweet walks and bowres. 
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Humble Obedience ncare the doorc doth ftand, 

EzpefUng a command : 

Then whom in waidng nothing fcems more flow. 

Nothing more quick when (he doth go. 

Joyes oft are there, and grieti u oft as joyes ; 

But grieis without a noife : 
Yet fpeak they louder, then diftemper'd feara : 
What b fo fhrill as filent tears f 

Thia is thy houfe, with thefe it doth abound : 
And where thefe are not found. 
Perhaps thou com'ft fometimes, and for a day ; 
But net to make a confUnt flay. 



109. The Size. 

CONTENT thee, greedie heart. 
Modell and moderate joyes to tbole, that have 
Title to more hereafter when they part. 
Are palBng brave. 
Let (h* upper fpring$ into the low 
Defcend and fall, and thou doll flow. 

What though fome have a fraught 

Of cloves and nutmegs, and in cinamon fail? 

If thou hafl wherewithal! to fpice a draught. 

When griefs prevail. 

And for the future time art heir 

To th' Ifle of fpices, Is't not &iri 

, .Coojlc 
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To be in both worlds fuU 
Is more rhen God was, who was hungrie here, 
Wouldlt thou hii laws of fading difanulU 
Enaft good cheer ? 
Lay out thy joy, yet hope to fave it } 
Wouldlt [hou both eat thy cake, and have it i 

Great joyes are all at once ; 
Bat little do rererve themfelves for more; 
Thofe have their hopes; thefe what they ha verenounce. 
And live on fcore : 
Thofe are at home ; thefe journey ftill. 
And meet the rcA od Sions hill. 

Thy Saviour fenteiic*d joy. 

And in the fleOi condemn'd it as unfit. 

At leaft in lump : for fuch doth oft deftroy ; 

Whereas a bit 

Doth tice vis on to hopes of more, 

And for the prefent health xeftorc. 

A Chriftians ftate and cafe 
Is not a corpulent, but a thinne and fpare. 
Yet aftive llrcngth : whofc long and bonie fiice 
Content and care 
Do feem to equally divide. 
Like a pretender, not a bride. 

Wherefore fit down, good heart i 
Grafp not at much, for fear thou lofeft all. 
If comforts fell according to defert. 

They would great frofts and fnovre deftroy : 
For we Ihould count. Since the lafi joy. 
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Then dofe again the ieam. 
Which thou haft open'd ; do not Tpread thy robe 
In hope of great things. Call to mind thy dream. 
An earthly globe. 
On whofe meridian was engraven, 
Tbift ftas are tears, end beati'n the haven. 



110. Artillerie. 

As I one ev'niog fat before my cell. 
Me thought a flarre did fliooC into my la^. 
I role, and fliook my clothes, as knowing well. 
That from fmall fires comes oft no fmall milhap : 
When fuddenly I heard one fay, 
D» as tbm ufeft, difeiej, 
Expellgwd maliansfrfftn thy breafi. 
Which have the face of fire, but end in reft. 

I, who had heard of mufic): in the fpheres. 
But not of fpeech in ftarres, began to mule i 
Bat turning to my God, whofe miniAers 
The ftarres and all things are; If I refufe. 
Dread Lord, faid I, fo oft my good ; 
Then I refiife not ev'n with bloud 
To wafh away my ftubborn thought: 
For I will do, or fufier what I ought. 

But I have dfo ftarres and Ihooters too. 
Bom where thy fervauts both artilleries ufe. 
My tear* and prayers night and day do wooe. 
And work np to thee ; yet thou doft relufe. 
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Not but I am (I muft fay Hill) 
Much more obJig'd to do thy wil]. 
Than thou to grant mine : but becaufe 

Thy promift now hath ev'n fee thee thy laws. 

Then we are {hooters both, and thou doft de^e 
To enter combace with us, and contcft 
With thine own clay. But I would parley fiia : 
Shunne not my arrows, and behold my breaft. 

Yet if thou (bunnelt, I am thine: 

I muft be fo, if I am mine. 

There is no articling with thee ; 
I am but finite, yet thine infinitely. 



III. Church-rents and fchifoies. 

BRAVE rofe, (alas !) where art thou ? in the chair. 
Where thou didft lately fo triumph and Ihine, 
A worm doth fit, whofc many feet and hair 
Are the more foul, the more thou wert divine. 
This, this hath done it, this did bite the root 
And Ejottome of the leaves : which when the winde 
Did once perceive, it blew them under foot. 
Where rude unhallow'd fteps do crufh and grinde 
Their beauteous glories. Onely ilireds of thee. 
And thofe all bitten, in thy chair I fee. 

Why doih my Mother blufli ? is flie the rofe. 
And Ihows it lb? Indeed Chrilb precious bloud 
Gave you a colour once ; which when your foes 
Thought to let out, the bleeding did you good. 
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And made you look much frefher then before. 
But when debates and fretting jealoufies 
Did wonn and work within you more and more. 
Your colour faded, and calamities 

Turned your ruddle into pale and bleak : 
Vour health and beautie both began to break. 

Then did ydur fev'rall parts unlooie and ftart: 
Which when your neighbours faw.like anorth-winde 
They ruihed in, and call them in the dirt 
Where Pagans tread. O Mother deare and kinde. 
Where fliall I get me eyes enough to weep. 
As many eyes as ftarres ? fince it is night. 
And much of Afia and Europe fall aileep. 
And ev'n all Africk ; would at leaft I might 
With thefe two poore ones lick up all the dew. 
Which &lls by night, and poure it out for you ! 



112. Juftice. 

ODREADFULLjufticcwhatafrightandterrour 
Wall thou of old. 
When finne and errour 
Did Ihow and Ihape thy looks to me. 
And through their glaiTe difcolour thee! 
He that did but look up, wai proud and bold. 

The dilbes of thy ballance feem'd to gape. 
Like two great pits ; 
The beam and fcai 



'foovl. 
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Did lite fome toct'ring engine Ihow : 

Thy hand above did bum and glow, 

Dandng the ftouceft hearts, the proudeft wits. 

But now that Chnlb pure vail prefenta the fight, 
I fee no fears : 
Thy hand is white. 
Thy fcales like buckets, which attend 
And interchangeably defcend, 
Liiting to heaven from this well of tears. 

For where before thou lUll didil call on mc. 
Now I lUU touch 
And harp on thee 
Gods promifes hath made thee mine : 
Why fliould I juftice now decline? 
Againft me there b none, but for me much. 



'^ 113. The Pilgrimage. 

ITRAVELL'D on, feeing the hill, where lay 
My expe£Ution. 
A long ic was and weary way. 
The gloomy cave of Defperation 
I left on th' one, and on the other fide 

The rock of Pride. 

And fo I came to phanfies medow fbow'd 

With many a flower : 
Fain would I here have made abode. 
But I waa quicken'd by my houre. 
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So to carca cops I came, and there got through 
With much ado. 

That led me to the wilde of paffion j which 
Some call the wold ; 
A wafted place, but fometimea rich. 
Here I was robb'd of all my gold. 
Save DQe good Angell, which a friend had ti'd 
Clofe CO my fide. 

At length I got unto the gjadfome hill. 

Where lay my hope. 
Where lay my heart ; and climbing ftili. 
When I had gain'd the brow and lop, 
A lake of brackiih waters on the ground 

Was aU I found. 

With that abafh'd and ftnick with many a fling 
Of IVarraing fears, 
I fell, and cry'd, Alas my King; 
Can both the way and end be tears i 
Yet taking heart I rofc, and then pcreeiv'd 
I was deceiv'd ; 

My hill waa further : fo I flung away. 

Yet heard a eric 
Juft as I- went, Ne/iegees that way 
^nd lives: If that be 'all, faid I, 
After fo foul a journey death is &ir. 

And but a chair. 
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114. The Holdfaft. 

ITHREATNED to obferve the ftrift decree 
Of my deare God with all my power and might ; 
But I was Told by one, it could not be ; 
Yet I might truft in God to be my light. 

Then will I truft, faid I, in liim alone. 

Nay, ev'n to truft in him, was alfo hia : 
We muft confeffe, that nothing is our own. 

Then I conlefTe that he my fuccour is : 

But to have nought is ours, not to confeffe 

That we have nought. I ftood amaz'd at this. 
Much troubled, till I heard a friend expreftc. 

That all things were more ours by being his. 
What Adam had, and forfeited for all, 
Chrilt keepeth now, who cannot iail or fell. 



115. Complaining. 



D° 



^O not beguile my heart, 
Becaufe thou art 
My power and wifdome. Put mc not to fliame, 
Becaufe I am 
Thy clay that weeps, thy dull that calls.* 
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Thou art the Lord of gbrie ; 
The deed and ftorie 
Are both thy due: but I a filly flic. 

That live or die. 
According as the weather lalls. 

An thou all juftice. Lord? 

Shows not thy word 
More attributes f Am I all throat or eye, 

Toweeporcrie? 
Have I no parts but thofe of grieff 

Let not thy wrathftill power 

Afflifl my hourcj 

My inch of life: or let thy gradous power 

Contraft my houre. 
Thai I may climbe and finde relief. 



1 16. The Difcfaarge. 

BUSIE enquiring heart, what wouldfi thou know? 
Why doll thou prie. 
And turn, and leer, and with a licorous eye 
Look high and low ; 
And in thy lookings fiirecch and grow i 

Haft thou not made thy counts, and fumm'd up all f 

Did not thy heart 
Give up the whole, and with the whole depart? 

Let what will &11 : 
That which is paft who can recall i 
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Thy life 15 Gods, thy time Co come is gone. 

And is his right. 
He is thy night at noon : he ia at night 

Thy noon alone. 
The crop is his, for he hath fown. 

And wcil it was for thee, when this befel], 

That God did make 
Thy baHneiTe his, and in thy life partake : 

For thou canft tell. 
If it be his once, all is well. 

Onely the prefent is thy part and fee. 

And happy thou. 
If, though thou didfl not beat thy future brow. 
Thou couldft well fee 
What prefent things requir'd of thee. 

They alk enough ; why fliouJdft thou further go f 

Raife not the mudde 
Of future depths, but drink the cleare and good. 

Dig not for wo 
In" times to come j for it will grow. 

Man and the prefent lit: if he provide. 

He breaks the fquare. 
This houre is mine : if for the nest I care, 

I grow too wide. 
And do encroach upon deaths fide : 

For death each houre environs and furrounds. 

He that would know 
And care for future chances, cannot go 

Unto thofe grounds. 
But thro' a Church-yard which them bounds. 



THE CHURCH. iji 

Thin^ prefent flirink and die ; but they that fpend 
Their thoughts and fenle 

On future gnef, do not remove it thence. 
But it extend, 
' And draw the bottome out an end. 

God cliains the dog till night ; wilt loofe the chain. 

And wake thy forrow ? 
Wilt thou fbrellall it, and now grieve to' n 
And then again 
Grieve over frelhly all thy pain I 

Eithergrief will not come: orifitmuft. 

Do not forccaft ; 
And while it cometh, it is almoft paft. 

Away diftruft : 
My God haUi promjPd ; he is juft. 



V 117. Praife. 

KING of glorie. King of peace, 
I will love thee : 
And that love may never ceale, 
I will move thee. 

Thou haft granted my requeft. 

Thou haft heard me : 

Thou didft note my working breaft. 
Thou haft fpar'd me. 

Wherefore with my utmoft arc 
I will fine thee, 

, , .Google 
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And the cream of all my heart 
I will bring thee. 

Though my finnes ogainft me cried. 
Thou didft clcarc me ; 

And alone, when they replied. 

Thou didft heare mc. 

Sev'n whole dayes, not one in feven, 
I will praife thee. 

In my heart, though not in heaven, 
I can raije thee. 

Thou grew"!! foft and moift with tears. 
Thou relentedft. 

And when JulUce call'd for fean. 
Thou diflcniedft. 

Small it is, in this poore fort 
To enroll thee : 

Ev'n etemitie is too Ihort 

To extoU thee. 



1 1 8. An Offering. 

COME, bring thy gift. If bledings were as llovr 
As mens returns, what would become offoolt? 
What haft thou there? a heart? but is it pare? 
Search well and fee ; for hearts have many holes. 
Yet one pure heart is nothing to bcftow : 
In Chrift two natures met co be thy cure. 
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O that within as hearts had propagation. 
Since many gifts do challenge many hearts ! 
Yet onCf if good, may title to a number; 
And fingle things grow fhiitfiiU by deferts. 
In publick judgments one may be a nation. 
And ience a plague, while others ileep and Humiier. 

But all I fear is left thy heart difpleafe. 
As neither good, nor one : fo oft divifions 
Thy lulls have made, and not thy lufts alone ; 
Thy paffions alfo liave their fet partitions. 
Thcfe parcell out thy heart : recover thefe. 
And thou mayfl ofier many gifts in one. 

There a a balfome, or indeed a bloud, [clofe 

Dropping irom heav'n, which doth both cleanfe and 
All forts of wounds; of fuch Arange force it is. 
Seek out thb All-heal, and feek no repofe. 
Until thou finde, and ufe it to thy good : 
Then bring thy gift; and let thy hymne be ttiis; 

SiNCB my fadnefle 

Into gladnefTe, 
Lord thou doft convert, 

O accept 

What thou haft kept. 
As thy due defert. 

Had I many. 
Had I any, 

(For this heart is none] 
All were thuie 
And none of mine. 

Surely thine alone. . 
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Yet thy favour 
May give favour 

To this poore obkuon ; 
And it raife 
To )x y.\>Y praife. 

And be my falvation. 



119. Longing. 

WITH fick and famifht eyes. 
With doubling knees and weary bones. 
To thee my criea. 
To thee my grones. 
To thee my fighs, my tears afcend : 

My throat, my fou! is hoarfe ; 
My heart is wither'd like a ground 

Which thou dolt curie. 
My thoughts turn round. 
And make, me giddie ; Lord, I fall. 
Yet call. 

From thee all picie flov/a. 
Mothers arc kinde, becaufe thou art. 
And doft difpoTe 
To them a part ; 
Their infants, them ; and they fuck thee 
More free, . . , 
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Bowels of pjtie, heare ! 
Lord of my foul, love of my minde, 
Bqw down thine eare ! 
Let not the winde 
Scatter my words, and in the fame 

Thy name ! 

Look on my forrows round ! 
Mark well my iurnaee ! O what flames. 
What heat! abound ! 
What grieig, what Ihames ! 
Confider, Lord ; Lord, bow thine eare. 
And heare ! 

Lord Jefu, thon didft bow 
Thy dying head upon the tree : 
O be not now 
More dead to me ! 
Lord, heare i Siaii he that made the tare 
- Not heare f 

Behold, thy dnft doth ftirre ; 
It moves, it creeps, it aims at thee; 
Wilt thou defcrre 
To fuccour me. 
Thy pile of dull, wherein each crumme 
Sayes, Comef 

To thee help appertains. 

Haft thou left all things to their courfe, . 
And laid the reins 
Upon the horfe ? 

Is ail lockt? hath a linners plea 
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Indeed the world's thy book. 
Where all things have their leafc aiEgn'd : 
Yet a meek look 
Hath interlin'd. 
Thy board is full, yet humble guefb 
Pinde nelb. 

Thou tarrieft, while I die, 
And ^1 to nothing ; thou doft reigne. 
And rule on high. 
While I remain 
In bitter grief: yet am I ftil'd 

Thy childe. 

Lord, didft thou leave thy throne, 
Not to relieve? how. can it be, 

That thou art grown 
Thus hard to me? 
Were finne alive, good caufe there were 
To bear. 

But now both Jtniie la dead. 

And all thy promiics live and bide. 

That wants his head ; 

Thefe fpeak and chide. 

And in thy bofomc poure my tears, 

As theirs. 

Lord Jesu, heare my heart. 
Which hath been broken now fo long. 
Thai ev'ry part 
Hath got a tongue t 
Thy beggars grow j rid them away 
To-day. 



THE CHURCH. 

My love, my fweetneffe, heare ! 
By thde thy leet, at which my heart 
. Lies all the yeare. 
Pluck out thy dart. 
And heal my troubled breaft which cryes. 
Which dyea. 



120. The Bag, I' 

AWAY ddpair ; my gradous Lord doth hearc. 
Though windes and waves a£ault my keel. 
He doth preiervc it : he doth fleer, ■ 
Ev'n when the boat feems moA to reel. 
Storms are the triumph of hjs arc : 
Well may he clofe his eyes, but not hb heart. 

Haft thou not heard, that my Lord Jesus di'd? 

Then let me tell thee a ftrange Jlorie. 

The God of power, as he did ride 

In his majeftick robes of glorie, 

Refoiv'd to light; and fo one day 
He did'defcend, undreiling all the way. 

The ftarres his tire of light and rings obtain'd. 

The cloud his bow, the fire hb fpcar. 

The iky his azure mantle gain'd. 

And when they aJk'd, what he would wear; 

He fmil'd, and faid as he did go. 
He had new clothes a making here below. 

When he was come, as travellers are wont. 
He did repair unto an inne. . , 
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Bath then, and after, many a bruDt 

He did endure to cancel! finne ; 

And having ^v'n the reft before. 
Here he gave up his life to pay our fcore. 

But a) he was returning, there came one 
That ran upon him with a (pear. 
He, who came hither all alone. 
Bringing nor man, nor arms, nor fear, 
Receiv'd the blow upon his fide. 

And ftraight he tuni'd, and to his brethren cry'd. 

If ye have any thing to fend or write, 
(I have no bag, but here ia room) 
Unto my lathers hands and fight 
(Beleeve me) it (hall fafely come. 
That I (halt minde, what you impart ; 

Look, you may put it very neare my heart. 

Or if hereafter any of my friends 

Will ufe me in this kinde, the doore 
Shall (Ull be open ; what he fends 
I will prefent, and fomewhat more. 
Not t» his hurt. Sighs will convey 

Anything to me, Heark defpair, away. 



121. The Jews. 

POORE nation, whofe fweet fap, and juice 
Our cyens have purloia'd, and left you drie : 
Whofe ftreams we got hy the Apoftles (luce. 
And ufe in baptifme, while ye pine and die; 
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Who by not keeping once, became a debter ; 
And now by keeping lofe tlie letter : 

Oh that my prayers ! mine, alas ! 
Oh that fome Angel might a trumpet Ibund : 
At which the Church falling upon her face 
Should crie fo loud, undll the trump were drown'd. 
And by that crie of her deare Lord obtain. 

That your fweet fap might come again ! 



122. The Collar. 

I STRUCK the board, and ciy'd. No more ; 
I will abroad. 
What? Qiall I ever figh and pine? 
My linea and lite are free ; free as the rode, 
Loofe as [he windc, as large as ftore. 

Shall I, be, Hill in fuit? 
Have I no harveft but a thorn 
To let me bioud, and not reJtore 
What I have loft with cordiall fruit? 

Sure there was wine. 
Before my fighs did dne it : there was corn. 

Before my tears did drown it. 
Is the ycarc onely loft to me f 

Have I no bayea to crown it f 
No flowers, no garlands gay ? all blaited i 
AI! wafted i 
Not fo, my heart: but there is fruit. 

And thou haft hands. 
Recover all thy iigh-blown age i^;,„io|i.- 
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On double pleafures : leave thy cold difputc 
Of what 19 fit, and not^rfake thy cage. 
Thy rope of fands. 
Which pettie thoughts have made, and made to I 
Good cable, to enforce and draw. 

And be thy law. 
While thou didft wink and wouldfl not fee. 
Away ; take heed : 
I will abroad. 
Call in thy deaths head there ; tie up thy fears. 
He that forbears 
To fuic and ferve his need, 
Dcferves his load. 
But as I rav'd and grew more fierce and wllde. 
At every word, 
Methoughc I heard one calling, CbiUi : 

And I reply'd. My herd. 



123. The Glimpfe. 

WHITHER away delight i 
Thou cam'ft but now jwiltthoufofoon depart, 
And give me up to night f 
For many weeks of lingring pain and fmart 
But one half houre of comfort for my heart? 

Methinks delight Qiould have 
More ikill in mufiek, and keep better time. 

Wert thou a winde or wave. 
They quickly go and come with lefler crime : 
Flowers look about, and die not in their prime. 
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Thy Jhort abode and ftay 
Feedi not, but addea to the ddire of meat. 

Lime begg'd of old (they fay) 
A neighbour fpring to cool hi« inward heat; 
Which by the fprings accefTe grew much more great. 

In hope of thee my heart 
Pickc here and there a cnunme, and would not die ; 

But conftant to hi* part. 
When as my fears foretold this, did replie, 
A flcnder thread a gentle gueft will tie. 

Yet if the heart that wept 
Muft let thee go, TCtum when it doth knock. 

Although thy heap be kept 
For future dmes, the droppings of the fiock 
May oft break forth, and never break the lock. 

If I have more to fpinne, 
The wheel fliall go, fo that thy ftay be ihort. 

Thou knowft how grief and finne 
Difturb the work. O make me not their fport. 
Who by thy coming may be made a court t 



124. AiTurance. 

OSPITEFULL bitter thought! 
Bitterly fpitefiijl thought ! Couldft thou ir 
So high a torture f Is fuch poyfon bought? 
DoubtlefTe, but in the way of punifliment. 
When wit contrives to meet with thee. 
No fuch rank poyfon can there be. 
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Thou fiiid'ft but even now. 
That all wu not To fair, as I conceiv'd. 
Betwixt my God and roe ; that I allow 
And coin large hopet ; but, that I was deceiv'd : 

Either the league was broke, or neare it ; 

And, chat I had great caule to fear it. 

And what to this ? what more 
Could poyfon, if it had a toi^e, eipreffe ? 
What is thy aim? woaldfl thou unlock the doore 
To cold defpairi, and gnawing penfivenelTc i 

Wouldft thou raife devils ? I fee, I know, 

I writ thy purpoTe long ago. 

But I will to my Father, 
Who heard thee fay it. O moft gracious Lord, 
If all the hope and comfort that I gather. 
Were from myfelf, I had not half a word. 

Not half a letter to oppofe 

What is objefted by my foes. 

But thou art my dcfert : 
And in thia league, which now my foes invade. 
Thou arc not oncly to perform thy part. 
But alfo mine ; as when the league was made. 
Thou didft at once chyfelf indite. 
And hold my hand, while 1 did write. 

Wherefore if chou canft 6il, 

Then can thy truth and I : but while rocks fiand. 

And rivers Utrre, chou canft not fhrink or quail : 

Yea, when both rocks and all things fhall difl>and. 

Then fhalt thou be my rock and tower. 

And make their mine praife thy power. 



THE CHURCH. 163 

Now tbolifli thought go on. 
Spin out thy thread, and make thereof a coat 
To, hide thy fKame : for thou haft call a bone. 
Which bounds on thee, and will not down thy throat. 
What for it felf love once began. 
Now love and truth will end in man. 



125. The Call. 

COME, my Way, my Truth, my Lift : 
Such a Way, as gjvea us breath : 
Such a Truth, as ends all Drift : 
Such a Life, as tillech death. 

Come, my Light, my Feaft, my Strength : 
Such a Light, as fliaws 3 fcaft : 
Such a Feall, as mends in length : 
Such a Strength, as makes his gueft. 

Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart : 
Such a Joy, as none can move : 
Such a Love, as none can part : 
Such a Heart, as joyes in love. 



126. Claiping of Hands. 

LORD, thou art mine, and I am thine. 
If mine I am; and thine much more. 
Than I or ought, or can be mine. 
Yet to be thine, doth me reftore ; . , 
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So that E^ain I now am mine. 
And with advantage mine the more. 
Since this being mine, brings with it thine. 
And thou with me dofl thee reftore. 
If I without thee would be mine, 
I neither fhould be mine nor thine. 

Lord, I am thine, and thou art mine: 
So mine thou art, that fomethtng more 
I may prefume thee mine, then thine. 
For thou didfl Tuffcr to reftore 
Not thee, but me, and to ix; mine : 
And with advantage mine the more, 
Since thou in death waft none of thine. 
Yet then as mine didft me reftore. 

O be mine llilll ftill make me thme; 

Or rather make no Thine and Mine ! 



127. 



Praife. 



LORD, I will mean and fpcak thy praife. 
Thy praife alone. 
My bulie heart (hall fpin it all my dayes : 
And when it flops for want of ftore. 
Then will I wring it with a figh or groue. 
That thou mayft yet have more. 

When thou doft iavour any aflion, 
It runnes, it flies : 
All things concurre to give it a pcrfcdlion. 

That which had but two legs before, [rife 

When thou doft blefle, hath twelve : one wheel doth 
To twentic then, or more. 
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But when thou doft on bufinelTe blow. 
It hangs, it dogs : 
Not all the teams of Albion in a row 

Can hale or draw it out of doore. 
Legs are but ftumps, and Pharaohs wheels but logs. 
And ftru^ling hinders more. 

Thoufands of things do thee employ 
la ruling all 
This fpacious globe ; Angels muft have their joy. 

Devils their rod, the f«a his Ihore, 
The windes their ftint ; and yet when I did call. 
Thou heardft my call, and more, 

I have not loft one Tingle tear : 

But when mine eyes 
Did weep to hcav'n, they found a bottle there 

(As we have boxes for the poore) 
Readie to take them in; yet of a fize 

That would contain much more. 

But after thou hadft flipt a drop 

From thy right eye 
(Which there did hang like ftreamers neare the top 

Of fome feir church to Ihow the fore 
And bloudie battell which thou once didft trie) 
The glafle was fiJI and more. 

Wherefore I fing. Yet fince my heart. 

Though prefs'd, runnes thin ; 
O that I might fome other hearts convert. 

And fo take up at ufe good ftore ; 
Thst to thy chells there might be coming in 

Both all my praife, and more ! ^ ;j„n.[^ 
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128. Jofeph's Coat. 

WOUNDED I fing, tormented I indite. 
Thrown down I 611 into a bed, and reft : 
Sorrow hath cliang'd lis note : fuch is Wis will 
Who changetli all things, as him pleideth beft. 

For well he knows, if but one grief and fmart 
Among my many liad his full career. 
Sure it would carrie with it ev'n my heart. 
And both would runne until they found a biere 
To fetch the bodie ; both being due to grief. 
But he hath fpoii'd the race; and giv'n to anguifh 
One of Joyes coats, ticing it with relief 
To linger in me, and together languifh. 

I live to {hew his power, who once did bring 
Myjfju to nreef, and now my grie/s xofing. 



1 29. The Pulley. 



^ 



WHEN God at lirft made man. 
Having a glalTe of bleffings ftanding by ; 
Let us (faid he) poure on him all we can : 
Let the worlds riches, which dlfperfed lie. 

Contra^ into a fpan. 

So ftrcngth firft made a way j 

Then beautie flow'd, then wifdome, honour, pleafare: 
When almoft all was out, God made a ftay. 
Perceiving that alone, of all hia treafure, 
Reft in the bottome lay. 1 ' , , .[ 
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For if I Ihould (faid he) 
Beftow this Jewell ajfo on mj' creature. 
He would adore my gifts in flead of me, 
And reft in Nature, not the God of Nature 

So both fliould lofers be. 

Yet let him keep the reft. 
But keep theia with repining reftlefiieffe: 
Let him be rich and wearic, that at leafl. 
If goodneEe leade him not, yet wearinefle 

May tofle him to my breait. 



130. 



The Priefthood. 



BLEST Order, which in power doft fo ercell. 
That with th' one hand thou lifteft to the Sky, 
And with the other throweft down to hell 
In thy juft cenfures ; &in would I draw nigh ; 
Fain pat thee on, exchanging my lay-fword 
For that of th' holy word. 

But thou art £re, facred and hallow'd fire ; 
And I but earth and clay; flwuld I prefume 
To wear thy habit, the feverc attire 
My Hender compoiitions might confume. 
I am both foul and brittle, much unfit 
To deal in holy Writ. 

Yet have I often feen, by cunning hand 

And force of fire, what curious things are made 

Of wretched earth. Where once I fcorn'd to ftand. 
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That earth is fitted by the fire and trade 
Of fldlfiill artilb, for the boards of thofe 

Who make the braveft ihows. 

But fince thofe great ones, be they nc're fo great. 
Come from the earth, from whence thofe veffels come ; 
So that at once both feeder, difli, and meat. 
Have one be^nning and one final! fumme : 
I do not greatly wonder at the fight. 

If earth in earth delight. 

Bat th' holy men of God fuch vefTeU are. 
As ferve him up, who all the world commands. 
When God vouchfiifeth to become our fare. 
Their hands, convey him, who conveys their hands : 
O what pore things, moft pure muft ttofe things be. 
Who bring my God to me ! 

Wherefore I dare not, I, pat forth my band 
To hold the Ark, although it feem to Ihake 
Through th* old finnea and new doftrices of our land. 
Onely, fince God doth often velTels make 
Of lowly matter for high ufcs meet, 

I throw me at his feet. 

There will I lie, untill my Maker feck 
For fome mean ftuffe whereon to fliow his fkill : 
Then is my time. The diftancc of the meek 
Doth flatter power. Left good come ftiort of ill 
In praifing might, the poore do by fubmifSon 
What pride by oppofition. 
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131. The Search. 

WHITHER. O. whither art thou fled. 
My Lord, my Love ? 
My learches are my daily bread ; 

. Yet never prove. 

My knees pierce th' earth, mine eies the fkie : 
And yet the fphere 

And centre both to me denic 

That thou art there. 

Yet can I mark how herbs below 

Grow green and gay ; 

As if to meet thee they did know. 

While I decay. 

Yet can I mark how ftarres above 

Simper and ihine, 

As having keyes unto thy love. 

While poor I pine. 

I lent a Jigh to feek thee out. 

Deep drawn in pain, 
Wing'd like an arrow : but my fcout 

Returns in vatn. 

I tun'd another (having flore) 

Into a grone, 

Becaufe the fearch waa dumbe before : 

But all was one. . , 
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Lord, doft thou Ibme new fabrict mold 

Which favour winnes. 
And keeps thee prefent, leaving th' old 

Unto their finnesf 

Where ]s my God ( what hidden place 

Conceab tbce ftill ? 

What covert dare eclipfe thy face i 

Is it thy wiJ] ? 

O let not that of any thing : 

Let rather braiTe, 
Or fteel, or mountains be thy ring. 

And I will palTe. 

Thy will fuch an intrenching is, 

As paileth thought : 

To it all ftrength, all fubtilties 

Are things of nought. 

Thy will fuch a ftrange diftance is. 
As that to it 

Eaft and Weft touch, the poles do kille. 

And parallels meet. 

Since then my grief mufl be as large 

As is thy fpace. 

Thy diAance from me; lee my chaise. 

Lord, fee my cafe. 

O take thele barres, thefe lengths away ; 

Turn, and refiore me : 
Be not Almightie, let me fay, 

Againft, but for me. 
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When thou doft turn, and wilt be nearej 
What edge fo keen. 

What point fo piercing can appeare 

To come between ? 

For as thy abfence doth excell 

All diftance known: 
So doth thy nearoelTe bear the bell. 

Making two one. 



132. Grief. 

OWHO will give me tears i Come all ye fprings. 
Dwell in my head and eyes : come, clouds, and 
My grief hath need of all the watry things, [rain : 
That nature hath produe'd. Lei ty'iy vein 
Sock up a river to fupply mine eyes. 
My weary weeping eyes too drie for me, 
Unlefle they get new conduits, new fuppljca. 
To bear them out, and with my ftate agree. ■ 
What are two fliallow foords, two little fpouts 
Of a lelTe world ? the greater is but linall, 
A narrow cupboard for my griefs ajid doubts. 
Which want provifion in the midft of all. 
Vcrfes, ye are too fine a thing, too wife 
For my rough forrows : ceafe, be dumbe and mute, 
Give up your foet and running to mine eyes. 
And keep your meafures for fome lover's late, 
Whofe grief allows him mufick and a ryme; 
For mine excludes both meafure, tune, and time. 
Alas, my God I ■ ^ < , 
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133. The Crofle. ^ 

WHAT is this ftrange and uncouth thing 
To make mc 11 gh, and feck, and feint, and die, 
Untill I had fome place, where I might fing. 

And ferve thecj and not onely I, 
But all my wealth, and familie might conjiitne 
To fet thy honour up, as our defigne. 

And then when after much delay. 
Much wralUing, iQany a combate, this dears end. 
So much defir'd, is ^v'n, to ta^e away 

My power to ferve thee : to unbend 
All my abilities, my defignes confound. 
And lay my threatnings bleeding on the ground. 

One ague dwelleth in my bones. 
Another in my foul (the memorie 
What I would do for thee, if once my grones 

Could be allow'd for harmonic) 
I am in all a weak difabled thing. 
Save in the fight thereof, where firength doth fting. 

' Befides, things fort not to my will, 
Ev'n when my will doth ftudic thy renown : 
Thou turneft th' edge of all things on me ftilj. 

Talcing me up to throw me down : 
So that, ev'n when my hopes feem to be fped, 
I am to grief alive, to them as dead. 

To have my aim, and yet to be 
Farther from it than when I bent mr. bow ; 
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To make my hopes my tortore, and the fee 

Of all my woes another wo. 
Is in the midll of delicates to need. 
And ev'n in Paradife to be a weed. 



Ah my deare Father, cafe my fmart! 
Thde contrarieties crufli me : thefe croUe a^ons 
Doe winde a rope about, and cut my heart ; 

And yet lince thcfe thy contradiftions 
Are properly a crofle felt by thy fonne 
With but Iburc words, my words, Tiy tvill be done. 



134- 



The Flower. 



H° 



fOW (refh, O Lord, how fweet and dean 
, Are thy returns ! ev'n as the flowers in 
Ipring ; 

To which, befides their own demean. 

The late-paft frofts tributes of pleafure bring. 

Grief melts away 

Like fnow in May, 

As if there were no fuch cold thing, 

Who would have thought my (hrlvel'd heart 
Could have rccovcr'd greennefle ? - It was gone 

Quite under ground ; as flowers depart 
To fee their mother-root, when they have blown ; 
Where they together 
All the hard weather. 
Dead to the world, keep hoafe unknown. 
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Thefe arc thy wonders, Lord of power. 

Killing and quickning, brinj^ng down to hell 

And up Co heaven in an houre ; 
Making a chiming of a pafiing-bell. 
We fay amifle. 
This or that is : 
Thy word is all, if we could fpell. 

O that I once paft changing were. 

Fall in thy Paradife, where no flower can wither ! 

Many a fpring I Ihoot up fair, 
Offring at heav'n, growing and groning thither : 
Nor doth my flower 
Want a fpring-fliowre. 
My finnes and I joining together. 

But while I grow in a ftraight line. 
Still upwards bent, as if heav'n were mine own. 

Thy anger cornea, and I decline : 
What froft to that? what pole is not the zone 
Where all things burn. 
When thou doft turn. 
And the leaft frown of thine is ftiown ? 

And now in age I bud again. 
After fo many deaths I live and write; 

I once more fmell the dew and rain. 
And relifli verfing ; O my onely light. 
It cannot be 
That I am he. 
On whom thy tempelb fell all night. 

Thefe are thy wonders. Lord of love. 
To make lu lee we are but flowers that glide : 

, , .Google 
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Which when we once can finde and prove. 
Thou haft a garden for us, where to bide. 
Who would be more. 
Swelling through ftore, 
Foritit their Paradife by their pride. . 



135. Dotage. 



FALSE glozing plcafurcs, cades of happinefTe, 
FoolUhaight-firea, women s and children* wiOies, 
Chafes in Arras, guildcd empiineffe. 
Shadows well mounted, dreams in a career, 
Embroider'd lyea, nothing between two difhes ; 
Thefe are the pleafurea here. 

True eamcft forrows, rooted miferies, 
Anguilh in grain, vexations ripe and blown. 
Sure-footed griefs, folid calamities. 
Plain demon firacions, evident and cleare. 
Fetching their proofs ev'n from the very bone ; 
Thefe arc the forrows here. ■ 

But oh the folly of diftrafled men. 
Who griels in earneft, joyes in jeft purine ; 
Preferring, like brute beafls, a loathfome den 
Before a court, ev'n that above fo cleare. 
Where are no forrows, but delights more true 
Then miferies arc here ! 
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136. The Sonne. 

LET forrain nations of their language boalt. 
What line rarietie each tongue affords : 
I like our language, as our men and coail ; 
Who cannot dreffe it well, want wit, not words. 
How neatly do we give one onely name 
To parents iffiic and the funnes bright ftarrc! 
A fonne is light and fruit ; a fruitfull flame 
Chafing the fathers dimnelTe, carri'd far 
From the firft man in th' Eaft, to fre(h and new 
Weftern difcov'ries of poftcritie. 
So in one word our Lords humilitie 
We turn upon him in a fenfc moft true : 
For what Chrift once tn humblenefle began. 
We him in glorie call. The Sonne af Man. 



I 137. A true Hymne. 

MY joy. my life, my crown ! 
My heart was meaning all the day. 
Somewhat it lain would fay : 
And fUU it runneth mutt'ring up and down 
With only this, Myjey, my life, my erovin. 

Yet flight not thefc few words ; 
If truly faid, they may take part 

Among the beil In art. 
The finenefle which a hymne or pfalme affords. 
Is, when the foul unto the lines acco^s. 
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He who craves all the minde. 
And all the foul, and flrengih, and time. 
If the words onely lyme, 
JulUy complains, that fomewhat is behinde 
To make his veric, or writt a bymne in kinde. 

Whereas if th' heart be moved. 
Although the vcrie be fomewhat fcant, 

God doth fupplie the want. 
As when th' heart faycs (fighing to be approved) 
O, could I hve ! and flops ; God writeth. Laved. 



138. The Anfwcr. 

MY comforts drop and melt away lite fnow ; 
I ftiake my head, and all the thoughts and ends. 
Which my fierce youth did handle, fall and flow 
Lite leaves about me, or like fummer friends, 
Flyes of etlates and funne-fhine. But to all. 
Who think roe eager, hot, and undertaking. 
But in my profecutiona flack and imall; 
As a young exhalation, newly waking. 
Scorns his Hrfl bed of dirt, and means the Iky ; 
Bat cooling by the way, grows purfie and flow. 
And fettling to a cloud, doth live and die 
In that dark fUte of tears: to all, that fo 

Show me, and fet me, I have one reply. 
Which they that know the reA, know more then I. 
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139. A Dialogue-Anthem. 



Chr. A LAS, poote death I where is thy ^orie? 

AJL Where is thy &mooa force, thy ancient 
ftingf 
Dea. Alai, poire martall, void tffime, 

Gs ffell and riade how I have iill'dlbj King. 
Cbr. Poore death 1 and who was hurt thereby ? 

Thy curfc being laid on him makes thee accurft. 
Dea. Let h/er: tali, yet thou palt die i 

Tbifi armsjball crujb tbei. Cbr. Spare not, 
do thy worft, 

I Jhall be one day better then before : 

Thou fo much worTe, that thou Ihalt be no 



140. The Water-Courfe. 

THOU who doft dwell and linger here below. 
Since the condition of this world is irail. 
Where of al] plants aiEi^ong fboneft grow ; 
If troubles overtake ihee, do not wail : 
For who can look for leiTe, that loveth ■{ 



^{ Strife. 



But rather turn the pipe, and waters courfe 
To ferve thy linnes, and familh thee with flore 
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Of iWraigne tears, rprin^ng from true remorfe: 
That {q in purenelle thou mayft him adore 



141. Self-Condemnation. 

THOU who condemiieft Jewifli hate. 
For chooiing Barabbas a murderer 
Before tiie I^rd of glorie; 
X<ook back upon thine own eftate. 
Call home thine eye (that bulie wanderer) 

That choice may be thy Aotie. 

He that doth love, and love amifTe 

This worlds delights before true ChrifUan joy. 

Hath made a Jewifh choice : 

The world an ancient murderer is ; 

Thoulands of fouls it hath and doth deftroy 

With her enchanting voice. 

He that hath made a forrie wedding 
Between his foul and gold, and hath preferr'd 
Falfe gain before the true. 
Hath done what he condemnes in reading : 
For he hath fold for money his dcare Lord, 
And is a Judas- Jew. 

Thus we prevent the laft great day, * 
And judge our felves. That light which fin and 
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Did before dimme and choke. 
When once thofc fnufics are ta'ne away. 
Shines bright and cleare, ev'n unto condemnatio 

Without excofe or cloak. 



142. Bittcr-Swcet. 

AH, my deare angne Lord, 
Since thou doft love, yet Ifaike; 
Caft down, yet help afford ; 
Sure I will do the Uke. 

I will complain, yet praifc ; 
I will bewail, approve : 
And all my fowre-fweet dayes 
i will lament, and love. 



143. The Glance. 

WHEN firft thy fweet and gracious eyfe 
Vouchiaf 'd ev'n in the midft of youth a 
night 
To look upon me, who before did lie 
Weltring in finnej 
I felt a fugrcd ftrange delight. 
Pacing all cordials made by any art. 
Bedew, cmbalmc, and overrunnc my heart. 
And take it in. 
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Since that time many a bitter ftorm 
My foul hath ftlc, ev'n able to 4eftroj', 
Had the maliciaua and ill-meaiiing harm 
His fwing and fway : 
But lUll thy fwcet originall joy. 
Sprung from thine eye, did work within my foul. 
And furging griefs, when they grew bold, control!. 
And got the day. 

If ihy lirll glance fo powerfull be, 
A mirth but open'd, and feal'd up again ; 
What wonders Ihall we feel, when we fhall fee 
Thy fiill-ey'd love ! 
When thou Ihalt look us out of pain. 
And one afpeft of thine fpend in delight 
More then a thoufand funnes dilburfe in light. 
In heav'n above. 



144. The Twenty-third Pfalme. 

THE God of love my fliepherd is. 
And he that doch me feed : 
While he b mine, and I am his. 

What can I want or need? 

He leads me to the tender grafle. 

Where I both feed and reft ; 

Then to the ftreams that gently palTe : 
In both I have the befi. 

Or if I ftray, he doth convert. 

And bring my minde In frame.: , 
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And all thu not for my defert. 
But for his holy name. 

Yci, in deaths Ihadte black abode 

Well may I walk, not ftar : 

For thoa art with me, and thy rod 

To guide, dijr RaSe to bear. 

Nay, thou doll make me lit and dine, 
Ev'n in my enemtn fight ; 

My head with oyl, my cup with wine 
Runnel over day and night. 

Surely thy fweet and wondrous love 
Shall meafure all my dayes; 

And as it never Ihall remove. 

So neither fliall my praife. 



145. Marie Magdalene. 

WHEN blefled Marie wip'd her Savioora feet, 
( Whofe precepts flie had trampled on before) 
And wore them for a Jewell on her head. 
Shewing his fleps fhould be the ftreet. 
Wherein (he thenceforth evermore 
With penflve humblenelTe would live and tread ; 

She being Aain'd herielf, why did fhe flrive 
To make him clean, who could not be defil'd 1 
Why kept Ihe not her tean for her own Jaults, 
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And not hb feet? Though we could dive 
In tears like few, our finnes are pU'd 
DeeperthcDthey.in words, and workSf and thoughts. 

Deare foul, flie knew who did vouchfafc and dcigne 
To bear her filth ; and that her finnea did dafh 
Ev'n God himfelf : wherefore fhe was not loth. 

As ihe had brought wherewith to ftain. 

So to bring in wherewith 10 wafh : 
And yet in waihing one, flic waflied both. 



146. Aaron. 

HOLINESSE on the head. 
Light and perfeftions on the breaft. 
Harmonious bells below, raifing the dead 
To leade them unto life and reft. 
Thus are true Aaron s dreft. 

ProJanenelTe in my head, 
De&fls and darkneile in my breaft, 
A noife of pafiions ringing me for dead 
Unto a place where is no reA : 

Poore prieft thus am I drefl. 

Onely another head 
I have, another heart and breaft. 
Another nulick, making live not dead, 
Widiout whom I could hare no reft : 
In him I am well dreft. 

, .Coojlc 
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Chrifi is my onely head. 
My alone ondy heart and breaft. 
My onely mufick, Ibiking me ev^n dead ; 
That to the old man I may reft. 

And be in him new drcA. 

So holy in my head, 
Perfefl and light in my deare breaft. 
My doftrine tun'd by Chrift, (who is not 
But lives in me while I do reft) 
Come, people ; Aaron's dreft. 



147. The Odour. 

X Cer. 11. 

HOW fweetly doth My Mafter found ! My 
Mafler! 
As Amber-grecfe leaves a rich fcent 
Unto the taller : 
So do thele words a fweet content. 
An orieBtall fc^rancie. My Mafter. 

With thefe all day I do perftime my minde. 
My mind ev'n thruft into them both ; 

That I might linde 
What cordials make this curious broth. 

This broth of finells, that feeds and iiits my niinde. 

My Mafter, ihall I fpeak ? O that to thee 

My Servant were a little fo. 
As fleih may be ; 
That thefe two words might creep and growj 
To fomc degree of fpieinefle to thee!' '>>i;;li 
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Then (hould the Pomander, which was before 
A fpeaking fweet, mend by teflefUon, 

And tell mc more : 
For pardon of my imperfeftion 
Would warm and work U fweeter than before. 

For when My Mafter, which, alone is fweei. 
And ev'n in my unworthinelle pleafing, 
ShaU call and meet, 

Myfervant, as thee not difplcafing. 
That call i» but the breathing of the fweet. 

This breathing would with gains by fwcetning me 
(As fweet things traffick when they meet) 

Return to thee. 
And fo this new commerce and fweet 

Should all my Itle employ, and bufie me. 



148. The Foil. 



IF we could fee below 
The fphere of vertue,and each fliininggrai 
As plainly as that above doth Ihow ; 
This were the better Jkie, the brighter place. 

God hath made ftarres the foil 
To fet off vermes ; grieft to fet off finning : 

Yet in this wretched world we toil. 
As if grief were not foul, nor vertue winning. 
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149. The Forerunners. 

THE harbingers are come. See, fee their mark ; 
White is their colour, and behold my head. 
But muft they have my brain ? mull they difpark 
Thole Tparkling notions, which therein were bred ? 

Mult dulnefle turn me to a clod? 
Yet have they left me, Hou art ftitt vtj Gad. 

Good men ye be, to leave me my beft room, 
Ev'n all my heart, and what is lodged there : 
I paffe not, I, what of the reft become. 
So, Tbou artftill my Ged, be out of fear. 
He will be pl^ed with that dittie ; 
And if I pleafe him, I write fine and wittie. 

Farewell fwcet phrafes, lovely metaphors : 
But will ye leave me thus f when ye before 
Of flews and brotheb onely knew the doores. 
Then did I walh you with my tears, and more. 

Brought you to Church well dreft and clad : 
My God muA have my befl, ev'n all I had. 

Lovely enchanting language, fugar-cane, 
Hony of rofes, whither wilt thoa flie? 
Hath fome fond lover tic'd thee to thy bane? 
And wilt thou leave the Church, and love a Itie ? 

Fie, thou wilt foil thy broider'd coat. 
And hurt thylelf, and him that &a%i the note. 

Let fbolifli lovers, if they will love dung. 
With canvas, not with arraa clothe their Ihame : 
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Lei foUie fpeak in her own native tongue. 
True beapde dwells on high : ours is a flame 
Bat borrow'd thence to light us thither, 
Beaucie and beaoRous worda fhould go together. 

Vet if you go, I pafle not ; take your way : 
For, Tbtu artftill my God, is all that yc 
Perhaps with more embellilhment can fay. 
Go birds of fpring : let winter have his fee ; 

Let a bleak palenelTe chalk die doore. 
So all within be livelier then before. 



150. 



The Rofe. 



PR£SSE me not to take more pleafure 
In this world of fugred lies. 
And to ufe a larger meafure 

Than my ftrifl, yet welcome lize. 

Firft, there is no pleafure here : 

Colour'd griefs indeed there are, 

Blulhing woes, that look as cleare. 

As if they could beanue fpare. 

Or If fuch deceits there be. 

Such delights I meant to fay ; 
There are no fuch things to me. 

Who have paff'd my i^ht away. 

But I will not much oppofe 

Unto what you now advile ; 

Onely take thb gentle rofe, 

And therrin my anfwer lies. ^ ^ , , 
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What ia iaircr then a rofc i 

What is fweeterf yet it pui^th. 
Purgmgi enmitie difclofe, 

Enmitie ibrbearance urgeih. 

If then all that worldltngj prize 
Be contrafted to a rofe ; 

Sweetly there indeed it lies^ 

But it biteth in the dofe. 

So thij flower doth judge and feotence 
Worldly joyes to be a fcourge ; 

For they all produce repentance. 

And repentance ia a purge. 

Bat I health, not phyiick choofc ; 

Onely though I you oppofe. 
Say that fairly I refule. 

For my anfwer is a rofe. 



. 151. Difciplinc. 

THROW away thy rod. 
Throw away thy wrath : 
O my God, 
Take the gentle path. 

For my hearts deli re 
Unto thioe ia bent : 

To a fiill confent. 

, .Coojlc 
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Not a word or look 
I iSe& to own. 

But by book. 
And thy book alone. 

Though I fell, I weep ; 
Though I halt in pace. 

Yet I creep 

To the throne of grace. 

Then let wrath remove j 
Love will do the deed : 

For with love 
Stonle hearts will bleed. 

Love is fwift of ibol ; 
Love's a man of warre. 

And can (hoot, 
And can hit from fene. 

Who can fcape his bow 1 
That which wrought on thee, 

Brought thee low 
Needs muft work on me. 

Throw away thy rod ; 
Though man frailties hath. 

Thou art God: 
Throw away thy wrath. 
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152. The Invitation. 

COME ye hither rU, whoTe talle 
la your wafte ; 
Save your coft, «id mend your 6re. 
God a here prepar'd and drelt. 

And the feaft, 
God, in whom all dainiiea are. 

Come ye hither all, whom wilte 
Doth define. 

Naming you not to your good ; 

Weep what ye have drunk amifle. 

And drink this. 

Which before ye drink b bloud. 

Come ye hither all, whom pain 

Doth arraign e. 

Brining all your linnes to fight : 

Tafte and fear not : God is here 
In this cheer. 

And on finne doth call the iright. 

Come ye hither all, whom joy 

Doth dcftroy. 

While ye graze without your bounds : 

Here is joy that drowneth quite 
Your delight. 

As a floud the lower grounds. 

Come ye hither all, whofe love 

Is your dove. 
And exalts you to the Dde : "*"i' *" 
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Here b love, which, having breath 
Ev'a in death, 
Af^r death can never die. 

Lord I have invited all. 

And I ftiall 

Still invite, ftiU call to thee : 

For it leems but juft and right 

In my fight. 

Where is all, there all Ihould be. 



153. The Banquet. 

WELCOME fweet and racred cheer. 
Welcome dcaie ; 
With me, in ine, live and dwell ; 
For thy neatneJTe pafleth light. 

Thy delight 
Paflech tongue to tafte or tell. 

O what rweetneflc from the bowl 
Fills my foul, 

Such 39 ie, and makea divine ! 

Is Tome ftarre (fled from the fphere] 
Melted there. 

As we Aigar melt in nine? 

Or hath fweetnefle in the bread 
Made a head 

To fubdue the fmell of finne. 

Flowers, and gummea, and powders giving 
All their living,. 

Left the enemie Ihould winne? ^'Ooi^^li 
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Doubtlefle, neither ftarre nor flower 

Hath the power 
Such a fweetneffe to impart : 
Oncly God, who pves perfumes, 

Flelh afliimes. 
And with it perfames my heart. 

But as Ponanders and wood 

Still are good. 

Yet being bruif 'd are better fented ; 

God, to Jhow how ferrc hia love 

Could improve. 

Here, aa broken, h prefented. 

When I had forgot my birth. 

And on earth 

In delights of earth was drown'd ; 

God took bloud, amd needs would be 
Spilt with me. 

And fo bund me on the ground. 

Having raif 'd me to loot up. 
In a cup 

Sweetly he doth meet my taftc. 
But I IHll being low and fhort, 

Farre from court. 
Wine becomes a wing at laft. 

For with it alone I flie 

To the Utie : 
Where I wipe mine eyes, and fee 
What I feek, for what I fue ; 

Him I view 
Who hath done fo much for me. 
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Let the wonder of this pitie 

Be my dittie. 

And take up my lines and life : 

Hearken under pain of death. 

Hands and breach, 

Strive in this, and love the ftrife. 



154- 



The Pofie. 



LET wits conteft. 



I And with their words and pofies windows Jill : 
Lefe than the haft 
Of all thy mercits, is my pofie lUIl. 

Thb on my ring. 
This by my pifture, in my book I write ; 

Whether I iing, 
Or fay, or diflatc, this is my delight. 

Invention reft ; 
Comparifons go play ; wit ufe thy will ; 

Leffe than the leafi 
Of all Gods merciei, is my pofie ftiO. 



155, A Parodie. 

SOULS joy, when thou art gone. 
And I alone. 

Which cannot be, 
Becaofe thou doft abide with me. 
And I depend on thee; 

o , .Goo-^lc 
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Vet when thou doft fupprefle 
The cheerfulneffe 
Of thy abode. 
And in ray powers not ftirre abroad. 
But leave me to my load ; 

O what a damp and fhade 

Doth me invade ! 

No ftormie night 

Can To afflift or (o affright 

As thy eclipfed light. 

Ah Lord ! do not withdraw. 
Left want of aw 
Make Anne appeare ; 

And when thou doft but fliine lefle cleare. 
Say, that thou art not here. 

And then what life I iiave. 

While Sinne doth rave. 
And falfly boaft. 

That I may feek, but choa art loft ; 
Thou and alone thou know'ft. 

O what a deadly cold 

Doth me infold ! 

I half beleeve, 
TiiaC Sinne fays true : but while I grieve. 
Thou com'ft and doft relieve. 



THE CHURCH. 



U 156. The EUxer. 

TEACH me, my God and King, 
In all things thee to fee. 
And what I do in any thing. 
To do it as for thee : 

Not rudely, as a beaft. 
To ronnc into an ailion ; 
But ftill to make thee prepofleft. 
And give it his perfeftion. 

A man that looks on glaffe. 
On it may ftay his eye j 
Or if he pleafeth, through it palTe, 
And then the heav'n efpie. 

All may of thee partake: 
Nothing can be fo mean. 
Which with his tinfture (for thy fake) 
Will not grow bright and clean. 

A fervant with this claufe 
Makes drudgetie divine : 
Who fweeps a room, as for thy laws. 
Makes diat and th' aftion fine. 

This is the famous ftone 
That turneth all to gold : 
For that which God doth touch and owt 
Cannot for Jefle be told. 
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157. A Wreath. 

A WREATHED garland of deferved praife. 
Of praife deferved, iinio thee I g^ve, 
I give to thee, who knoweft all my wayes. 
My crooked winding wayea, wherein I live. 
Wherein I die, not live ; for life is ftraight. 
Straight as a line, and ever tends to thee, 
To thee, who art more hiie above deceit. 
Than deceit feema above limplicitie. 
Give me limplicitie, that I may live. 
So live and like, chat I may know thy wayes. 
Know them and pradife them : then fliall I give 
For this poore wreath, give thee a crown of praife. 



158. Death. 



DEATH, thou wall once an uncouth hideous 
Nothing but bones, [thing. 

The fad effefl of fadder grones : 
Thy mouth was open, but thoii eouldft not fing. 

For we conlider'd thee as at fome fix 
Or ten yeares hence. 
After the lolTe of lift and fenfe, 
Flelh being turn'd to dull, and bones 10 flicks. 

We lookt on this lide of thee, {hooting fliorc ; ■ 
Where wc did finde 
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The fliclls of fledge foula left behinde. 
Dry duft, which flieds no tears, but may extort. 

But fince our Saviours death did put Tome bloud 
Into thy lace j 
Thou art grown fair and fiill of grace. 
Much in requefl, much fought for, a a good. 

For we do now behold thee gay and glad. 
As at dooms-day ; 
When fouls (hall wear their new aray. 
And all thy bones with beautie fhall be clad. 

Therefore we can go die as Ileep, and truft 
Half that we have 
Unto an honeft faithful! grave ; 
Making our pillows either down, or duft. 



159. Dooms-day. 

COME away. 
Make no delay. 
Summon all the dull to rife. 
Till it ftirre, and rubbe the eyes ; 
While this member jogj the other. 
Each one whifpring. Live yau, hratbtr? 

Come away. 
Make this the day. 
Dutt, alas, no muiick feels. 
But thy trumpet : then it kneel). 
As peculiar notes and flrains 
Cure Tarantolaes n^g pains. 
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Come away, 
O nulcc no ft^ ! 
Let the graves make their confeflion. 
Left It length thqr plead poflelEon : 
Flefhes fiubbomneiTe may have 
Read that lelTon to the grave. 

Come away. 
Thy flock doth ftray. 
Some to the wiodei their bodie lend. 
And in them may drown a friend 1 
Some in noiTome vapoora grow 
To a plague and publick wo. 

Come away. 
Help our decay. 
Man is out of order hurl'd, 
Parcel'd out to all the world. 
Lord, thy broken coofort raiie. 
And the mufick Ihall be praife. 



160. Judgement. 

ALMIGHTIE Judge, how fliall poore wretches 
Thy dreadfuU look, [brook 

Able a heart of iron to appall. 

When thou fhalt call 
For cv*ry mans peculiar book i 

What others mean to do, I know not well } 
Yet I heare tell, 

, , .Google 
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That fome will cum thee Co fome leaves therein 
So void of finne. 
That they In merit Ihall excell. 

Bui I refolve, when thou flialt call lor mine. 
That to decline, 
i And thrult a Tefiamenc into thy hand : 
• Lee thac be fcann'd. 

I There chou flialt finde my faults are thine. 



i6i. Heaven. 

OWHO will fhow me thofe delight* on high ? 
Scho. I 

Thou Echo, thou art mortall, all men know. 

Echo. No. 

Wert thou not bom among the trees and leaves i 

Elbe. Leaves, 

And are there any leaves, that Hill abide ? 

Ecbe. Bide. 

What leaves are they i impart the matter wholly. 

Echo, Hgly. 

Are holy leaves the Echo then of blilTe ? 

Echo. res. 

Then tell me, what b that fupreme delight I 

Echo. Light. 

Light to the minde : what fhal] the will enjoy i 

Echo. joy. 

But are there cares and bufinefle with the pleafure ? 

Echo. Leifure. 

Light, joy, and leifure ; but Ihall they perfever ? 

Echo. . Ever. 
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162. Love. 

LOVE bade me welcome : yet my foul drew back, 
Guilcie of dull and lince. 
But quick-ey'd Love, obferving me grow Dack 

From my firll entrance in. 
Drew nearer to me, Iweetly quelUooing, 
If I kcb'd any thing. 

A gucft, I anfwer'd, worthy to be here : 
Love faid, you fliall be he. 

I the untinde, ungratefiill ? Ah my deare, 
I cannot look on thee. 

Love took my hand, and fmiling did reply. 
Who made the eyes but I ! 

Truth Lord, but I have marr'd them : ]et my fliame 
Go where it doth delerve. 

And know you not, fayes Love, who bore the blame ? 
My deare, then I will ferve. 

You muft fit down, fayes Love, and tafte my meat : 
So I did fit and eat. 



Gkrie be to Gad on high, and on earth pea 
good %BiU towards men. 



II. The Church Militant. 



J LMIGHTIE Lord, who from thy glo- 
rious throne 
' Secft and rulcft all things ev'n aa one : 
I The fmalleft ant or atome knows thy 
Known alio to each minute of an houre : [power. 
Much more do Common-weals acknowledge thee. 
And wrap their policies in thy decree. 
Complying with thy counfels, doing nought 
Which doth not meet with an eternall thought. 
But above all, thy Church and Spoufe doth prove 
Not the decrees of power, but bands of love. 
Early didft thou arife to plant this vine. 
Which might the more indeare it to be thine. 
Spices come from the Eall ; fo did thy Spoufe, 
Trimme as the light, fweet as the laden bough* 
Of Noahs fliadie vine, chafte a^ the dove, 
Prepar'd and fitted to receive thy love. 
The courfe was weflward, that the funne might light 
As well our underftanding as our fight. 
Where th' Ark did reft, there Abraham began 
To bring the other Ark from Canaan. 
Mofii purfu'd this ; but King Solomen 
Pinilh'd and fixt the old religion. 
When it grew loofe, the Jews did hope in vain 
By nailing Chrift to &ften it again. 
But to the Gentiles he bore croUe and all. 
Rending with earthquakes the partJcion-wall. 
Onely whereas the Ark in glorie ftionc, '^ "*";»l'^ 
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Now with the croffc, as with a llafie, alone. 
Religion, like a pilgrime, wellward bent. 
Knocking at all doores, ever as ihe went. 
Yet as the funne, though forward be his flight. 
Likens behinde him, and allows fome light. 
Till all depart : fo went the Church her way. 
Letting, while one foot ftcpc, the other ftay 
Among the eaftern nations for a time. 
Til! both removed to the weftern clime. 
To Egypt firft (he came, where they did prove 
Wonders of anger once, but now of love. 
The tea Commandments there did flouriih more 
Than the ten bitter plagaes had done before. 
Holy Macariui and great Jnthanie 
Made Pharaoh Mofes, changing th' hiftorie. 
Gojhm was darknefle, Egypt full of lights, 
Nilui Sir monfters brought forth Ifradites. 
Such power hath mightie Baptifme to produce. 
For things mifshapen, things of highefl ufe. 
Heuf diare to mt, God, thy counfeli are! 

Who may with thee compare ? 
Relipon thence fled into Greece, where arts 
Gave her the higheft place in all mens hearts. 
Learning was pof 'd, Philofophie was fet, 
SophiAers taken in a filhers net. 
Plato and AriftotU were at a loflc. 
And wheel'd about again to fpell Cbrift-Croffe. 
Prayers chaf'd fyllogifmes into their den. 
And ErgB was transform'd into Amen. 
Though Greeie took horfe as foon as Egypt did. 
And Rsme as both ; yet Egypt ikfter rid. 
And fpent her period and prefixed time 
Before the other. Greece being pall her prime, 
Religon went to Reme, fubduing thofe. 
Who, that they might fubdue, made all thdr foes. 
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The Warner his deere flcarres no more refounds. 
But feems to yeeld Chrift hath the greater wounds ; 
Wounds willingly endur'd to wort his blifle. 
Who by an ambufli loft his ParadiTe. 
The great heart ftoops, and caJteth from the dull 
A fad repentance, not the fpoils of luft: 
Quitting his fpear, left it fliould pierce again 
Him in his members, who for him was Haiii, 
The Shepherds hook grew to a fcepter here. 
Giving new names and numbers to the yeare. 
But th' Empire dwelt in Greece, to comfort them. 
Who were cut Ihort in Alexanders ftemme. 
In both of thefe Prowefle md Arts did tame 
And tune mens hearts againft the Gofpel came : 
Wliich uTmg, and not fearing fltill in th' one. 
Or ftrength in th' other, did ereft her throne. 
Many a rent and ftru^ing th' Empire knew, 
(As dying things are wont,) untill it flew 
At length to Germanie, ftlll weftward bending. 
And there the Churches feftirdl attending: 
That as before Empire and Arts made way, 
(For DO lefle Harbingers would ferve then they) 
So they m^ht ftill, and point us out the place. 
Where firft the Church Ihould raifc her down-caft 

Strength levels grounds. Art makes a garden there; 
Then fliowrea Religion, and makes alt to bear. 
Sfain in the Empire Ihar'd with Germanie, 
But EnglanJm lie higher viftoricj 
Giving the Church a crown to keep her ftate. 
And not go lefle than fhe had done of late. 
Conjiantinei Britilh line meant this of old. 
And did this myfterie wrap up and fold 
Within a ilieet of paper, which was rent 
From times great Chronicle, and hither fent. 
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Thu» both the Charcb and Sunne together ran 

Unco the ^theft old meridian. 

Hov) deare U me, G»i, tbj ceunftli ere ! 

Wbe may with tbee cempare f 
Much about one and the fame time and place. 
Both where and when the Church began her race, 
Sinne did fet out of Eaftem Beiylen, 
And travell'd weftward alfo : journeying on 
He chid the Church away, where c're he came. 
Breaking her peace, and tainting her good name. 
At firft he got to Egypt, and did fow 
Gardens of goda, which ev'ry yearc did grow, 
Frelh and ice deities. They were at great coll. 
Who for a god clearely a fallet loft. 
Ah, what a thing b man devoid of grace. 
Adoring garlick with an humble &ce. 
Begging his food of that which he may eat. 
Starving the while he worlhippeth his meat ! 
Who makes a root his god, how low is he. 
If God and man be fever'd infinitely ! 
What wretchednelTe can ^re him any room, 
Whofc houfe is foul, while he adorea his broom ? 
None will beleeve this now, though money be 
In us the lame tranfplanted fbolerie. 
Thus Sinne in Egypt fneaked for a while j 
His higheft was an ox or crocodile, [palTc, 

And fuch poore game. Thence he to Greece doth 
And being craftier much then Goodneile was. 
He left behinde htm garrifons of finnea. 
To make good that which ev'ry day he winnes. 
Here Sinne took heart, and for a garden-bed 
Rich Jhrines and oracles he purchafed : 
He grew a gallant, and would needs foretell 
As well what Jhould befall, as what befell. 
Nay, he became a poet, and would fervc 
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His pills of fablimate in that conferve. 

The world came both with haods and puries fiill 
To this great lotterie, and a]] would pull. 
But all was glorious cheating, brave deceit. 
Where fome poore truths were fhuffled for a bait 
To credit him, and to diferedit thofe, 
Who after him fhould braver truths difclofe. 
From Greece he went to Rome: and as before 
He was a God, now he's an Emperour. 
Nere and others lodg'd him bravely there. 
Put him in tnift to rule the Romane fphere. 
Glorie was his chief inftnunent of old : 
Plcafare fucceeded ftraight, when that grew cold : 
Which fixin was blown to fuch a mightie flame. 
That though our Saviour did deflroy the ^une, 
Difparking oracles, and all their treafure. 
Setting afflifUon to encounter pleafure ; 
Yet did a rogue with hope of camall joy. 
Cheat the moft fubtill nations. Who fo coy. 
So trimme, as Greece and Egypt f yet their hearts 
Are pven over, for their curbus arts. 
To liich Mahometan Ihipidities, 
Aa the old heathen would deem prodigies. 
Hoti) deare is me, Gad, thy eounfels are! 

Who may taUb thee compare? 
Onely the Weft and Rome do keep them free 
From this contagious inftdelitie. 
And this is all the Rock, whereof they boaft. 
As Rome will one day finde unto her cofl. 
Sinnc being not able to extirpate quite 
The Churches hijre, bravely refolv'd one night 
To be a Church-man too, and wear a Mitre ; 
The old debauched ruffian would turn writer. 
I faw him in his ftudie, where he fate 



Bufie in controverfies fprung of late. 



;oosic 
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A gown and pea became him wondrous well : 

His grave afpefl had more of heav*!) then hell : 

ODely there wu a handfome picture by. 

To which he lent a conier of hu eye. 

As Sinne in Greeci a Prophet was beibre. 

And in old R^me a mightie Emperour ; 

So now being Piieft he plainly did protelle 

To nuUu a jeft of Chrifb three offices : 

The rather £nce hJs fcatter'd juggUngs were 

United now in one both time and fphere. 

From Egjft he took pcttie deities. 

From Grtece oracular inlkllibilitiea. 

And from old Rentf the liberde of pleaTure, 

By free difpenlings of the Churches treafure. 

Then in memoriall of his ancient throne. 

He did fnmame hia palace, Baiyhn. 

Yet that he might the better gain all nations. 

And make that name good by their tranJinigrationi 

From all thele places, but at divers times. 

He took line vizards to conceal his crimes : 

From Egypt Anchorifme and rctirednefle, 

Learning from Greue, from old Rsme ftatelinefs ; 

And blending thefe, he carri'd all mens eyes. 

While Truth fat by, counting his viftories : 

Whereby he grew apace and fcorn'd to ufe 

Such force as once did captivate the Jews ; 

But did bewitch, and fioelly work each nation 

Into a voluntarie tranfmigration. 

AH pofte to Rome: Princes fubmit their necks 

Either t* his publick foot or private tricks. 

It did not fit his gravitie to ftirre. 

Nor his long journey, nor his gout and furre : 

Therefore he fent out able miniiiers, 

Statefmen within, without doores cloifterenj 

Who without fpear, or fword, or other drumme. 
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Than what was in their tongue, did overcome ; 
And having conquer'd, did fo ftrangcly rule. 
That the whole world did fecm but the Popes mule. 
Ai new and old Rome did one Empire twifl ; 
So both tageCher are one AntichriH; 
Yet with two iaces, as their Janui was. 
Being in this their old crackt looking- glafle. 
Hew deaTi ts me, O Gad, tby ctunfels art! 

Who may tuilb tbti compart ? 
Thus Sinne triumphs in Weftem Baiylom 
Yet not as Sinne, but as Religion. 
Of his two thrones he made the ktter beft. 
And to defray his journey from the eaft. 
Old and new BaBylm are to hell and night. 
As is the moon and funne to heav'n and light. 
When th' one did let, the other did take place. 
Confronting equally the law and grace. 
They are hells land-marks, Satans double crefl : 
They arc Sinnes nipples, feeding th' eafl and weft. 
But as in vice the copie ftill exceeds 
The pattern, but not lb in vercuous deeds ; 
So though Sinne made his latter feat the better. 
The latter Church is to the firll a debter. 
The fecond Temple could not reach the firft : 
And the late reformation never durll 
Compare with ancient times and purer yeares ; 
But in the Jews and us delerveth tears. 
Nay, it Ihall ev'ry yeare decreafe and ^e ; 
Till fuch a darknelle do the world invade 
At Chrifis laft coming, as his firft did fiode : 
Yet muft there fuch proportions be alSgn'd 
To thefe diminifhings, as is between 
The fpacious world and Jurie to be feen. 
Reli^on ftands on tip-toe in our land, 
Readie to paffe to the Amtruan ftiand. '^ "Hitjic 
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When height of malice, and prodigious lulk, 

Ifflpodent finning, wi[chctafu, and diftnifta, 

(The marlu of future bane,) Jhall fill our cup 

Unto the brimme, and make our tneafure up; 

When Stin Ihall fwallow Tiber, and the Thamrs 

By letting in them both, pollutes her ftreams r 

When Italie of us Ihall have her will. 

And all her calendar of finnes fiillil! ; 

Whereby one may foretell, what finne* next yeare 

Shall both in France and England domineer ; 

Then Ihali Religion to America flee : 

They have their times of Gofpel, ev'n as we. 

My God, thou doft prepare for them a way. 

By carrying firft their gold from them away : 

For gold and grace did never yet agree : 

Religion alwaies fides with poverue. 

Wc think we rob them, but we think amiJTe ; 

We arc more poore, and they more rich by thii. 

ThoQ wilt revenge their quarrel), making grace 

To pay our debts, and leave our ancient place 

To go to them, while that, which now their nation 

But lends to us, (hall be our defolation. 

Yet as the Church fliall thither weftward flic. 

So Sinne Ihall trace and dog her inflantly : 

They have their period alfo and fet times 

Both for their vertuous a^ons and their crimes. 

And where of old the Empire and the Arts 

Ufher'd the Gofpel ever in mens hearts, 

Spain hath done one ; when Arts perform the other. 

The Church Ihall come, and Siane the Church ftiall 

fmother : 
That when they have accompIUhed the round. 
And met in th' eaft their firlt and ancient found, 
Judgement may meet them both, and fearch them 

round. AahwIc 
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Ttiu) do both lights, at well in Church as Sunne, 
Light one another, and together runne. 
Thus alfo Sinne and Darknefle follow flill 
The Church and Sunne with all their power and flciJl, 
But as the Sunne Ml goes both weft and eaft ; 
So alfo did the Church by going welt 
Still eaftward go ; because it drew more neare 
To time and place, where judgement Ihall appeare 
Htie.deare ta mi, O God, thy ctiuifeJs are J 
Wbi may toitb ibee campareT 

L'Envoy. 

KING ofghrie. King offean. 
With the one make warre to ceafe ; 
With the other bleflt thy flieep. 
Thee to love, in thee to flecp. 
Let not Sirne devoure thy fold. 
Bragging that thy bloud is cold ; 
That thy death is alio dead. 
While his conquefts dayly fpread \ 
That thy flelh hath loft his food. 
And thy Croffe is common wood. 
Choke him, let him fay no more. 
But refcrve his breath in flore. 
Till thy conqueft and his fell 
Make his fighs to ufe it all ; 
And then Iwrgain with the winde 
To diicharge what is behinde. 

BUfftd be Cod aUne, 
Thrice blejfed Three in One. 
FINIS. 



III. MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 
I. A Sonnet. 




I^Y God, where is that ancient heat co- 
wards ihee, [once did bum, 
I Wherewith whole Shoals of martyrs 
' Befidescheirotherflames? Dothpoetrie 
Wear Venus' liverie ? oncly ferve her turn ? 
Why are not fonnets made of thee ? and layes 

Upon thine altar burnt? Cannot thy love 
Heighten a fpirit to found out thy praife 
As well as any flie? Cannot thy Dove 
Outftrip their Cupid eafilic in flight I 

Or, fince thy waycs are deep, and Hill the fame, 
Will nor a verfe runne fmooth chat beara thy name ! 
Why doth that fire, which by thy power and might 
Each brcafl does feel, no braver fuel cboofe 
Then that, which one day, worms may chance re- 
Sure Lord, there is enough in thee to drje [fufe. 

Oceans of ink; for, as the Deluge did 
Cover the Earth, fo doth thy Majel^ie : 
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Each cloud dilUlls thy praife, and doth forbid 
Poets to turn it to another ufe. 

Rofes and lilies fpeak thee ; and to make 
A pair of cheeks of them, is thy abule. 

Why ihould I womens eyea for cryflal take ? 
Such poor invention bums in their low minde 

WhoJe fire is wild, and dodi not upward go 

To praife, and on thee. Lord, fame ink beftow. 
Open the bones, and you ihall nothing finde 
In the befl face but Jilth ; when Lord, in thee 
The beauty lies, in the difcoverje. 



2. Infcription. 



To my fucceflbr. 

IF thou chance for to find 
A new Houfe to thy mind 
And built without thy Cofl : 
Be good to the Poor, 
As God gives thee ftore. 
And then, my Labours not lof 



3. On Lord Danvers. 

SACRED marble, fafely keep 
His dull, who under thee muft fleep, 
Until the yeares again reftore 
Their dead, and time fhall be no more. 
Mean while, if he, (which all things wears) 
Does ruin thee, or if thy tears , ■ ^ r , 
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Are ihed for him; dtlTolve thy frame. 
Thou art requited : for his fame. 
His verlue, and his worth fhall be 
Another monument to thee. 



4. A Paradox.* 

(r»OM A MS. COLIECTIOH TOIMHXI 



That the fick are in a better cale, then 
the whole. 

YOU who admire yonrfelves becauTe 
Yon neither groan nor- weep. 
And think it contrarie to Natures laws 
To want one ounce of fleep, 
Your ftrong belief 
Acquits yourfelvea, and gives the fick all gnef. 

Your ftate to ours is contrarie. 

That mates you thinit us poore. 
So Black-moors think us foul, and wee 

Are quit with them, and more. 
Nothing can fee, 
And judge of things but mediocritie. 

The fick are in themfelves a ftate 

Which health hath nought to do. 

■ Sec a poem (No. xli.) in the Synagogue at cbc end of the 
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How know you that our Kars proceed from wo. 
And not from better fete i 
Since that mirth hath 
Her waters dfo and defired bath. 

How know you that the fighs we fend 

From want of breath proceed. 
Not from excefs ? and therefore we do fpend 

That which we do not need ; 

So trembling may 

As well fliow inward warbling, as decay. 

Ceafe then to judge calamities 

By outward form and fhew. 
But view yourfelves, and inward mm your eyes. 

Then yon fhall fully know 

That your eftate 

Is, of the two, the far more delperate. 

You always fear to feel thofe fmarts 

Which we but fometiraes prove. 
Each little comfort much aSe£b our hearts. 

None but grofs joys yon move : 
Why then confefs 
Your fears in number more, your joyes arc leTs. 

Then for yourfelves not us embrace 

Plaints to bad fortune due. 
For though you vifit us, and plaint or cafe. 

We doubt much whether you 
Come to our bed 
To comfort us, or to be comforted. 



LATIN AND GREEK POEMS. 
IV. PARENTALIA. 

AoOore G. HERBERT.* 

Memoria Mains Sacrum. 



rH MiteTj quo re dcploTcm fboteP Dolores 
Quic guttt potcruQt enumenre meoa f 
Sicca meii laccymii Thamifii ■iciiu videtiii 
Virtunimque choio ficcior ipfe tuo. 
In flumen marore nigruoi fi tundercr udnii, 

Laudibu) haud fierem fepii jufta tuii. 
Tantdni iftsc fcribo patni, at tu milii tantdm 
Macu ; It ifta Doloi nunc dbi Mem puic 



CORNELIA ha&x, gnrei Sempninix, 
£r quicquid ufpiam eft fcTcrz faminz, 
Conierce lacrymii : Ilia, qus vo9 mifculC 
Vcftrafque laudes, pofdt ct mixMs geoai. 



• Printed »t the end of Dr. Doone'i Sermon of Commemo- 
ration of the Lady Danven, late wite of Sir lobn Danven, 
preich'd at Cfajlfey, July i, 1617, together with other com- 
memoralians of her ; b; her Tonne G. Herbert. Lend. 1617, 
iSmo. — See Banabai Oley't Life of Herbert, p. civ. and Wal- 
ton's lAft, p. niiL prefixed to Herbert's Remaini. 



fJRENTALIJ. 
tfxnufxt banc rainam falia &antat defleit, 
Pudorque cooftet wl foludi crioibui } 
j^andoquc Tultds foil majeftal, Dolor. 

DecuB mulierum periit : et m«biunt viri 
Ulnmigue Icium dote ne iDulibvcriC. 
Nan ilia folcs terere comptu lubricM, 
SculcBt fupetbu alque tunitum caput 
Molita, reliquum dcinde garrieni diem, 
(Nam poft Babtlem lingua adeft confiifio,) 
Quid poll modefiain, i]ualil integnl dccet, 
SubltritJlioaein capitis ec nimbum btevem, 
Aninum recentcm rite curarit facrii 
AdarQ numca acri ct ignea |>rec<. 

Dnn familiun luftrat, et rei pnndji, 
Horti, colique diftribudm penfitat. 

Inde eiiguatur penfa crado vdpeni 
Ratione cats vita conftat ec domua, 
Pnidenler laita quot-diebul calculo, 
Tota noidenc vde decui et foacioi 
Animo renidenCn pnil). Sin cirioT 
Magaatis appulfu ciCuiit le occaJio, 
Surreiit una et ilia, fereqiie eitulit : 

Proh? quintiu imber, quanta labii comitai, 
Lepui rcTCnie, Pallai mixta Gratii) } 
LoquitoT numcltas, compedet, et rctia : 
Aut G ncgatio faora liimeDda eft, rei 
Per uigiportui et nueandtoi labltur, 
Iplia Catonn provocani oraculii. 
Turn quana tabalis artifeT ? quie fcnptio ? 
Bellum putamen, nucleui belliftiinui 
Sententix cum voce miii conTcnit, 
Volant per orbem litene notiilimz : 
O blanda deitia, Dculiquun ifioc pulierii. 
Qui none recumbti, fciiptio merica elt tni, 
Faflati airoa tibi cumulus eft unlcut. 

Addi hii triencem Mulices, qux mollieiii 
Mulceafque dotei cztcras, i'\b eftquafi 
CzleOii haimoniiE breve ptzludium. 
Quam min tandeai Sublevatrix panpcrnm ? 



ioojlc 



fJRENTJLIA. 

Lai^uendum lutcaliis, ttgtt jacentiain, 
Commuac cordis palpiUnlis baliamum ; 
Bnicditlionei publicae cingont caput, 
Czlique nferuoE cE pTzoccupanE modum, 

Solilm dolwet, — ct doloiet, SeIIuIk ( 

At tu qui inepre hmc HGti ccnfcs filio, 
NaEo piientn auterent Eacnmiam^ 
AUto trance cum tuis pudoribui. 
Ergo iprc foldm muEus aCque eiconcn 
SErcpcnEe munda dnnulu pnccooiis? 
Mibine matiis urna daufa cA unico, 
Heitw cioleCat, raf-marinui aiidu&? 
Matiinc lingium Fcfeio, folilm ut BuaiaBit 
Atnto birde ! Quiiii pic jffic liim impudeai i 
Tu yerS maEer perpclim iaudabCM 
NaEo dolenti: littrx hoc dcbent dbi 
QuS> me educafti ; fponte chaitai ilUnuM 
Fiudam laborvm canfecutse auilmum 
Laudaodo Malrenj, cum KpugnanC- infcii. 



CUR fplendn, O Phcebe^ ceroid demictete nuCi 
Ad iu>s cum radio tarn nitjlante potei } 
At fuperar capuE ilia Euum, ^uanturo ipta. cadaver 
Mens fupccat ; coipul foliUn Etemcnta tenent. 
Scilicet Id fplendcs : hxc efi tibi cauia nucandi 

Et lucto apponis gaudia ianOi tuo. 
Vertmheu 



Sitque omaii motui neic'ia, tan 

Fac radio) Ikltim lagemineg, ut t 

Implicct, et matreiD, matce m, 



QUID nugOT cilama laieiu? 
^Mater perpetuii UTida gaudiis, 
HoiEd pro [enui coIiE 
Edenem Boiee ^tihua iniium. 
Quia cceii mihi funt mei, 



PJRENTJLIJ. 

Materni decus, et debita nomiaii, 

Dumijue fais inTigila tieqnem 
Sullarum focius, pcllibus Eiuor. 

Quart Sphmam egomet meam 
Conniius, digicia impiger utgea : 

Te, Mica, celebrant diS, 
VaBA [e cclebrans luminis wnulo. 

Per CG lufcor in hunc globum, 
Eiemploque Cua nalcor in iltenuD : 

Ks Cu mater erai mihi, 
Uc cumt paribiu gloiia titui*. 



s- 

OnuAis capulum, nee fupcrefle licet, 
£cce decus Teftrum fplnis haireCcit, aculS 

Terrain et funua olent Hores : Dominziiue cadaver 

Condguas ftit|)es alfiat, exque ro£u. 
In tnram violz capite indinantur opaco, 

Quzque domus Dominz lit, gnviDtc decent, 
Quare hand loa hortos, fed czmeteria dico, 

DuDi torui abfentcm quilque reponit heram. 
Eugi, peiile □mnei ; nee poftbac eieac ulla 

QuKlItum Dominun geinina vel herba ruam. 
CnnSii ad radices redeant, tuniulorque patenioi; 

(Nempe fepulcia Satii numen Inerapca dedit) 
Occidlte ; aut bini tandfper vivice, donee 

VeTperc m mjdlu Rinua Eianeftct aquit. 

6. 

GALENE Ihiftra es, cur mUerum prcmeos 
Tol quieltionuni lluaibus obrul), 
Arteriaj traflanfl micantca 
Corporez Auidzque moljsp 
Aegrolo nienlii i quam neque plxidea 
Nee Cuda poflunt pbarmaca confequi, 
Utnimqae 11 przderii Indum, 
Ulcti anlmua ^atiinu: exlex. 



PARENTJLIJ. 

Impoa medendi, occidere li poles. 

Nee Gc pannlnn duui id optimam : 

Ni fande, ud maler, recedam, 

MorTe migii Tidiubor iUa. 

Tcniiuida fanum : & calet, cftoiiu, 

ArdoR fcribendi calefcit. 
Mater iiufl laliente Tena. 
Si totiu infler, ii tumeam cnpai, 
Ne membn culps, canla animo latet 

Qui partuitt laudea parends : 
Nee piridi) medkina tuti eft. 
Irregularii nunc habitus mihi eft : 
Non eiigatur crafis ad alteram. 

j^Dixi tu febrem ceoTea, lalubie eft 



PALLIDA materni Genii atque eranguia imago, 
In nebula! Gmilefquc tui les gaudia numquid 
Mutata i et pro matre mibi phantafma dolofam 
Uberaijue aerea hifcenttm lallentia nacum ? 
Vk nubi pluiia gravidE, non lade, mealque 
Ridenti laciymas ^uibut unis cancolcn unda eft. 
Quin fiipas? mea non fiierac tarn Dubila Juno, 
Tam fegnis &dcs auio^z nefcii Term, 
Tarn laogueni genitrii cioeri fuppofta fiigaci i 
Venim augufta parens, fan^m os czloque locandnm, 
Quale paludofot jamjam lifbura lecefliia 
Prrtulit Aftna, auC Tolio Themii alma vetofto 
PenElis, alque acri dirimeni Examine litea, 
Munc Tultum oftendai, et tecum nobile fpeAnim 
Quod fupereft vitse, iafuinam : Solil^ue Jugales 
Ipfe tuE foltlm adnefiam, fine munnure, thenfE. 
Nee queni ingratoi, Itudiis dum tabidua infto, 
EffluiilTe dies, fuffbcatamve Minnvani, 
AuC fpcs produdas, baibalai]ue fomnia vertam 
In vicium mnndo flxrili, cui cede cometai 
Iple fui>!, Caaquam digna, pallentiaque aftra. 
Eft mihi bii qulnii iaqueata domuncula tigni) 



PARENTALIA. 

Rurc ; btCTiiqae hortua, cujui cum icUere tlor 
LuQacur fpcium, qiulcm Umen digit jcqui 
Judidi dominus, Aorcs ut junfliils lulenC 
Sdpati, nidibulque rolis impuvius homu 
Sit quali fiiciculua crelcens, ec nidui oilomin. 
Hie ego tuque eiimus, yiiIe fuflicibui herbs 
Quotidii pilti 1 taatilm verum indue Tultum 
Afltanrque mei fimilem j nee languida mifee 
On mei memoo menti ! ne difpare cuitu . 
Pugnacea, Ceaeros floium niibemuE odores, 
Acque inter teliquos horti crefcentia fcctus 
Nofba etiam paribus marcefcaDt gaudia iatii. 



PARVAM ptamque dum lubentJr lemitam 
Grandl reique pnefero. 
CaipfiC milignum fydus hfnc modeitian) 

Vinumqne felle mifcuit. 
Hinc fremere toCin et minari geftio 

Ipfis fevetui orbiboi. 
Tandem prehensi camiter lacernuli 

SuruinC aun quifplam, 
Hkc tiierat olim pocia Domini tni; 

Gufto proboque Dolium. 



HOC Genitrii, Icriptam prolea dU feduU mjttit. 
Sifle parum untui, dum le^ ilta, tucn. 
Nolle fui quid agant, qu^am eft quoque muhca lanftis, 

Quscque oUm Aient cuta, manen potell. 
Noe mUete flemus, IbleTque abduclmua almos 

Occiduli, tanquun dupljce nube, genii. 

loteiea claflem magnii Rei inftniit aufis : 

Not autem flemus : te> ea fala tuia. 

Sin pluTiam : fieCua fuppeditaflet aquas. 
TiUiusincumbicDano: Gallufque marinie i 

Nos flendo: hzc Hoftium teHera Ibia ducum. 
Sic Kium eijgitur tardum, dum ptEpeCia aani 

Mille rotB nimiia impedluntur aquia. 



PARENTJLIA. 



N' 



EMPE bucufque 



I Et mKltuoi nimio madore C<elam, 
Tellnrifque Brinnnici iili»ini 
Injufti fitii irpilt »i»tor. 
At te commorientc, Magna Mater, 
ReSi, quem trahit, aetem tepellit 
Com probro madidum, reumque difflat 
Nam le nunc Ager, Ucbs, et Aula ploraac: 
Te nane Aaglu, Scotizque bjiuc, 
Quin tc Cambria perveOilta deflcE, 
Deduceni lacrymas prions zvi 
Ne ftne meritii tuii venirent. 
Non dt angului urpiun ferenaa. 
Nee clngit mire, nunc iaundat omnei. 



D"; 



Arboi et iple inverla vocar : dumque infitui almi 
Nunc (brti paCeo, eipojinu line malic piocellji, 

Tu radix, tu peCia mihi linnillima. Mater 
Ceu Polypus, chcljs lua preheodo teaaE : 

Non tibi Dane foli Blum abnipere lororet 
DilTutui vidror tiinere et ipfe Cuo. 

Unde vagani paffim refle vocet alter UtyCo, 
Altcraque hxc lua mors, Ilias efto mibi. 



PJREXTJLIJ. 

rique ficcis, iito uC CH moblTonim 
Haud glubit inde tres tenincios efcje. 
Dolere piohibcs P auC dalere me gentjs 
AdeA inficette, plumbcx, Medufez, 
Ad Saa Ipeciem rctnliiiitig humaium, 
Tantoque nequiotii optimS Pyrihi. 
At ione mitrcm peidere haud foles demens: 
(Juin nee potes ; cui pnebuit Tigris partum. 
Pioindc paico bcllui>, ntc iralcor. 



Epitaphiu 



HIC da fsmmFl laua et vliloria feius : 
Virgo pudeiu, uior lida, fevera parens : 
Magnatumque inopumque «quum certamm et ard 

NobiliQU illos, hoi pieCate laptt. 
Sic eicella humililque limul loca dillita juniic, 
Quicquid habet tellus, quicquid ec aflra, fruem. 



TbIi wafk -rifiBf tlt,M, 4>iXi, f'nn. 
Nii *■ iimi TB^ If' oo-rif" ifii^Toe j^p iiuim 

VRh ifiAt Sri niyXii ktriifiTsr &4rac avavyuz 

'Oc hi ffajfjl^T-iou TTp^lpA iwt n<* h' 'OXUiUftV 



nSe iSi immoral, }^ iwi uiAiinv 



PARENTALIJ. 

^Xf" WS", ™ t' iririifA,in Sin. 
Unu!i TJ yXa^Jr, lai litUf^ -Tfivnn, 

Mw >' fij-a, irfn*' v; rrfBTot nurf^ 






Ti\a.t ; i76i y 'Afynt ifn> 



• lijip yttiTUfar, liToiatmnn laliXJui, 



PARENTALIA. 

"Efjw iiuaprwHna, n» iriirtw a'fiaTi on*™ 

Aiajao ^nirfifiit, liralijiwi? Mrat(ial, 
OirK Iti ^rWnc yXiAipa ftt?jintn Tfn^iTrtu' 

Aim c^ l^iiit nal mifiant aX^i ynitrim 
TmZfiM, Bloti irtipo^ fxtimti 't%iifff\ jwirpn'sr. 



■jT" tfHT Iwa^if ftirra eafiViot. »•" ffiXimt 



19. 

EXCUSSOS mambus calamos, lalcan^ue nrumptini 
Ruie, £bi dtiil Mula trifle probro. 
Aggreditur Matrem (condu^s carmine Pircis) 
Funereque hoc culFum vindicaC zgra fnum. 
Non pofui non ire acri ftimulante flagello i 

Quin maCrii fnpciaiu carmina poTcit honoi. 
Eja, igedum Icribo: vidfli MaCa; led audi, 
Stulca femel fcribo, pcipeCuo ut Gleam. 



V. GEORGII HERBERTI ANGLI 

MUS^ RESPONSORI^, 

AD ANDREW MELVINI SCOTI 

jfnti-tami-cami-ealegariam. 

Pro Supplici 

Evangeiicorum Miniflnrum in Anglia, ad Streniffi' 

mum Regem Contra larvatam giminte 

Academic Gorgonem Apologia i 



ANTl-TAMI-CAMI.CATEGORIA, 

Auflore AwDftEA Melvino. 




NSOLENS, audu, fadnui ncfandum, 
Scilicet, (polcit ratio uc dccori. 
PotHc ex omni officio ut Gbi meni 
Conlcia isfU) 



De facri olh ntionc culcfit, 
De Sacra-fan^ Officii dfcora 
Suppliccm litu vecai tibellum 



MUSjE responsori^. 

Siroplici meote icque aoimo integello, 
Spiricu reflo, et ftudiia modeftis, 
Numinis fanfti veoiim, et benjgni 

Regis hanorcm 

Rile pnefantem ; Scelui expundum 
Sdlicet tauronim, oTium, fuumqw 
MilUbu! centum, Toluiffe Dudo 

TanBcre vetbo 

Prafulam ftftus; monrnffe Ritus 

Impios, deridiculos, ineptoi 

Lege, ceu libea, maculilque teQi ex 

Gente fugandos. 

Jljlqut-juranduni ingemuiffe jun 
Eilg) contra omnia ; turn mifellii 
McDCibiu triftem laqueum injici per 

Fifque, nelafque. 

TuiWda illimi Cnici> in livacro 
S^na configoem > magico rotatu 
V— h> devnlvim ? &cia vo» facrati im- 



Stri^i in morem ? Rationii ufu ad- 
Fai>or In&nteni vacuum ? canorai 
logtnm nugas minis audiinti 

Diaa puello ? 

Parnlo impoftii manibiu lacrabo 
Gratise fiedui ? digitone Spoo& 
Annulus Sponfi impofitut iactabit 

Connubialc 

F<»la> zternz bonitatii ? Und^ 
Num ialutari mulier Sacsrdoi 
Tinget in vitatn, Sephoranique reddet 
Lultrica matn 

Rlei quadmm capiri lOtundo 
Rili qnadiibitf Pharium camillo 
Suppaium Ctir;fti,et decus Antlchrlfti 



226 MUSJS RESPOf/SORf^, 

PaflDT ciunen gr^i) citgcndum 
Corel iniituj, cdebrare conam 
Piomptui arcanam, memoraiKlo Jefu 

Cantibui certent Bencjntbia en 
MaGcOm frjftii > tebotntvB laaco 
Templa mugitu I Illccebris liipremt ah 
RtQor Olympi 

Captus huminii .' libjtumque aobii. 
Scilicet, Regi id Supchjm aUnbefuc? 
SonlDiuniijue xgii cerebri pro&nuin eft 
Diaio facni ! 

Haud fecus luftri Lupa Va&^ni 
RomuU lieceni bibit, et bibtndam 
Porri^C pcK^lOf populil^ue ct ipfii 

Non ica cterni /fiiaitna tea 
Luminis vindei, patriKigue Iuidcd 
Diiit, ant fcofic ; neqae celfa Gimmi 

Penna I(at>l£, 

Ceto fublimn iperire calln, 
Suea ccclcftei iterare curfus^ 
LicU milceri niieis bealz 

Ciyibua aulc i 

Nee Tainl, aut Cuni accoli liniote 
Menle, qui ccbIuid lapiC in Ireqaead 
HeniudieaaM, ec celebri Lyceo 

Ciilta juventuB, 

Cujus aifiilget genio Joti lux, 
Cui niteos Sol juffiOE renideC, 
Quern jubar Chrifti ndlantis alto 

Spedbt Olympo. 



MUS^ RESPONSORI^. 

Altcrum Camus liquido tecurfu, 
Allenim Tamus Cttpidante lymphi 
Audiit, mulnim fiupuitque m^ao 



Soils anlr»aua, rcditufque, et ultra 
OTjinque pcrcurrens fpatjoia in annoi 
LcQgiJls florem firidanui iri 

PrOK^t et Ttr. 

OtH erutnpit fcatebra ptrenni 
Amnis eiundans, giavidique tores 
Gratiii facunda inimos apettii 

Auiibm impler 

Major hLc omni invidii, et fuperfta 
MUlibui mille, et SaJicli, et omnium 
Maximo C^LflNO, alLilqu* Teri 

Teftibus scquis 

Voce olorina liquidis ad undas 
Nunc canit laude! Geniloris almi 
Cannen, et Nato canit, eliquante 



Seola de caitu facia puriore, 
Di^ de culm potiote Saafb, 
Atma nax in caftrii jugulent fe»eii 

Tramitis bollct. 



Cina tantand juga nlnpiidarum 
Alpium applaudunt, refonintque 
Jqn coQceaCu nemonim fonoro. 



Confonant longe; pMer et bicotnii 
Rhenu9 afcenfum ineeminat, Garumna, 
Sequana, atque Am, Liger i infularum ef 
UndipotcDtum 



MUS^ RESPONSORI^. 

Magiu pan intenta Briliinnicanini 
VoccconfpintUquida: folumque, 
£c falum, ec ccclum, icmub pnecinentii 
More, modoquc 

Conilnunt Bm^ numerii, modifque 
£t polo plaudunl; Ttferuntque Ifga 
Ltge [jiiai raniit pi us ai 



Scrvat Ktcrnum pia ci 



Cujui cqnali) Sobola Parend 
Gentis dedc pier, atque cuftos; 
Par ct ambobns, renjens utrinque 

Spirituj almus ; 

{^ippe Trcs-unuj Deu) ; unnt afhii, 
Una nacura eft cribus ; una Tntm 
Una Majeftas, DeiU) et una, 

Gloria et una. 



Lenis, tndnlg;en9, facllis, brnigna ; 
Dura, ec inclemens, rigida, et leven ; 
Semper xtecna, omnipotens, et Kqui, 

Lucidum cujns fpeculum eft, refiefteni 
Aureum Tultfis jubar, et verendum, 

Terpres Olympi : 

Qui PaCrii mentemque, anImliinqDe lanAi 

Sive [to^lrirue documcnla, Ha CCHti- 



Pendia Vu 



'»«, 



MVS^ RESPONSORIjE. 

Publicz, priTE, licTi Iciu Regni 
Regit ad nutum iclerens, Domilfquc 
Ad njluoCacim Domini inftituta 

Singula librani. 

Luce qium Fhabu) mclioi icliindic. 
Lege, quam Ltgum- tulit ipfe -latot, 
Cnjul eufti olBcii rupreaia eft 



Quilquit lianc forda negit aun, qua le 

Fandit ubeitim liquidaa fub auiu, 
Ille CcT pradciu, lapienlque, et omai ex 
Pane beatui. 

Erg6 voa Cami procere), Towi^ue, 
Quol via fleiiC malefuadai eimr, 
Denuo Te£)uni, duce Rege Regum, in- 
Siftile callem. 



Tartar* Ditii ; 



Vefte Hi linfta Tyrio fuperboi 



Quilit Urjinl, Damapipil faftui 
Turgidul, tuxaque ferai, teroque 
Atnbita pugnai, lacnm cl cdem, et urbem 
QEde ne&Dda r- 



MUS^ RESPONSORI^. 



Quid iama luri lacn ? quid cupido 
Amtntu djro ten non propagaC 
Pofterii culpz i mala duDiu quanta 

Flurimi tiindit? 



VI. PRO DISCIPLINA ECCLESI^ 

NOSTRA, EPIGRAMMATA , 

APOLOGETICA. 

1. Auguftiffimo Potentiffimoque Monarchx • 

Jacobo, D. G., Magna Britannuc, j 

Franci«, et Hibernix Regi, Fidel Defen- j 

fori^ etc. Geo. Herbenus. ' 

ECCE TFcnlenti) ticcundo In littore Niti • 
Sol generat populum luce foTente novum. 
AnU (ui, Ctelar, quiim fiilleiat aura bvoris, 

Noltnc ctiam Mulz vile flitR lutum : 

Nunc adeb per Ce iiTuac, ut rcperc poffiat, 

Sintque aulic thalamom folii adire tui. 

2. Illuftris Celfiffimoque Carolo, 
Waiiia^ ex. juventutii principi. 



V^Human^dKosatqutap. 



EPIGRJMMATA. 

Mordac« tiaeaS| nlgnl<]ue blattai, 
Quu liTOT mihi pirtunt, letuodcC, 
Ceu, <|uu cutta timet feges, pniiius 
Nalccntel radii tiigant, vel acre! 
Tintinl dglcia leniunt cannhos. 
Sic o U ^uvtncm, Tencmvc) caitt 
Mots fempci juvenem, itatta Btitinni. 



3, Revcrendiffimo in Chrifto Patri, ac 

Domino, Epifcopo y'mtamenji, etc. 

[lavncelot. andrewes.] 



QANCTE Pater, cctii cuftoa, 
Terra nihil, nee ([uo faniftL 


uodoOiuiuno 




Cflm mea fiitilibus numeiis fe v 


erba vidennt 


Claudi, pene tuis prxteriere f 


arcs. 


Sed propere, deitreque reduiiC e 


uotia fenfus. 


Ifta doeens foli fcripta quadra 


reribi. 



4. Ad Regem. 

Inflituii epigratnmatul ratio. 

Epigr. 1. 

CUM miltena Cuam pulfare negotia mentem 
Conflxt, et CI ilia pendeat orbis opej 
Ni tc produdUi rid ear lalTaie Camanis, 

Pro Ibtido, C^SAR, carmine fruibi daba. 
Cim tu contundens Caiierta, vultiique librifque, 
Grata mihi menfz func analeOa Mtc. 

Jd Melvinum. 

Epigr. 2. 

NON mtt ftrt ma,, ut fe, vtterane, lacelTani j 
Non ut te Tuperem : res camen ipfa ^et. 
jEucii numerum fuppiebit csufa minoiem ; 

Sic tu nunc juveuis ikaus, egique ftne». ^ ;^,„^[^, 



;i EPIGRJMMATJ 

Afpicc, dam perftu, uc ce tiu delciat Ktai ; 

Et mea fiat canit fcripta nfcita Cuis. 
Ecce tinieD quam liuTii ero ! cim, fine rjuclti, 

Cliulcrit einemai pugna penft) vice]. 
Turn tibi, li pliccat, fiiglentia Umpoia fcdilain ; 

SufficifC Totii ifta juventa meij. 



In monftrum vocabuli 
Anti-tami-Cami- Categeria . 

Efigr. 3. Ai euniem. 

OQUAM bellns homo n \ lepido quam nomine fingts 
Iftai Anti-Tami-Cami-Categorias ! 
Sic Cathnis nova foil placent; to, verba novannir: 

Qus lapiunl b-tuid, ceu cariola jacenr. 
Quin Uceat nobis ili^uai ptocudeie voces 1 

Don t'llH fingendi Ibia Eabema patet. 
CAm facia perturbet vefter furor omnia, fGiipIum 

Hog eiit, Anti~fiiri-Puri-Ca(egoria. 
PalEuhn icl ciW oltm damnaris Regia In an. 

Eft Anli-pelTi-Melti-CategDriii. 



4. Partitio Antt-Tam't-Camt-CaUgeriis. 

npRES video partes, quo re diftinffiil) utar, 

Ritibus* una Sacris apponitur;f ajtera Sanflot 
Pizdicat au£tOKS il'lertia plena Deo eft. 

Poftremis ambabui idem lentimm uterque ; 
Ipfe pios laudo \ Numen e[ ipfe coto. 

Non nill prima fuai patiunCur pnelia litis. 
O bene ijuid dubium poindeamu] agrum \ 



t Inde ad verl 

, .Couple 



APOLOGETIC J. 
5. In metri genus. 

CUR, ubi Cot liid>C numeris inciqua poefil. 
Sola cibi Sippho, femiiuquc uni placet? 
Cur tibi tain facile non arrilcrc pocliC 

Heroum grandi cannina fulta pede ? 
Cur nan lugentes Elcgi } non acer Iambus } 

Commouit inimin rcdiils ifta decent. 
Sdlicet hoc vobjs proprium, qui puii& id), 

Et populi fpurcii Giedicii clTe viai ; 
Vot ducibui miflii, mlflis doftoribus, omnn 

Fcmineum blanda Ikllitis arte genul : 
Nunc etiam ten 



6, De Laroata Gergone.* 

GORGONA CUT diiatn. larvirque oblrndis in 
Cilm propJ fit nobij Muta, Medufa pracul 
Si, quia ftlices olim diicre poet* 

Pallada gorgoneim, fie tua verba placent. 

Vel potius liceaC diftinguere. Tuque tuique 

Sumite gargatuiai, noftrique PaUai nit. 



7. D,fr,cjulumfajlu.i 



p"5: 


ULIBUS 1 


Qoftrii hem. 


Mfei«, tument« 


IS ifpergis 


. Sifte, pudo 


re racas. 


An quod lemotum p 


lopulo Uqueat 


ibus altii 


Eminet. 


, id tumid 


um protinus c 


lire 1^1? 


Eig&etian 


1 Solem dicai, ignave, i 


iiperbum. 


qgitan 


1 fublimi ( 


:onfpicit orbe 




Uletunec 


L,quamvi! 


1 alcus, tua crj 


mina rideni 


Afliduo 


. vilem iu( 


nine cingic hi 


imum. 


Sic laudaadui erit n, 


aaua fublimia 


Pnful, 


Cuidul 


ci miferos 


imdiabil op< 




• In 


ticulo. 




tVer.,,^,,,j, 



EPIGRJMMJTJ 



8. De gemina Aeadtmia.* 

r^ UlS hk rupertut, oto ? tunc, an pnifv 

V^^QuM dente nigro corripit ? 

Tn dupliceni fobt Cunniurum tbioDuin 

Virtute petcellij tui ; 
Et UDDi impu Effimanir vinbut, 

Utramque fteinis ciIcitiD : 
Omncl^ue Aula ludliDus, aut hjrpocrilz, 

Te pcrlpicaci, atque jntegro. 
An nftiilt doi, G vic« vertas, pid)i, 



Quifquil nieCur peripicillis Bdgicit 

Qua parte tiaftari iblent, 
Rei iunpUancut, (in ptr adver&ni rid 

Minora fiunC omnia : 
Tu qui fupcrbo) caiteros exiftimai 

[Supcrbiua cUm tc nihil) 
Venas fpecilluni : nam, piout fe res 

ViRo minAl reOe uteris. 



9. De S. Baptifmi rttu.\ 



J guild puer ^orat, verba ptoftni putas ? 
Annan tic mercamur agroB } quibus ecce Redemptor 

Compaiat sletni rcgna bcata Dei. 
Scilicet emptorem ii les aut paicior tctai 

Forlitan et prohibes infans poitituT ad undu, 

El per & Templi limen adiie velii : 
Sin, Mihniu, pedes alienos poftulet iniaos. 

Car fie difpliceat voi aliena tiU i 
ReSiilt innocula ladendbus omnia prElIc), 

Quie ratio per fe, & fit adulta, ftdt. 



APOLOGETIC J. 



lo fact, uM pofcis opem. 



10. Dt Signaculo Cruets,* 

CUR tania fufflas ptobra in innocuam Crucero ? 
Nod plils maligm demones Chrifti ciuce 
Unquam tiigari, i\aita tui focii rolent, 
Apottolorum culpa dod Icvii {iiit 
VibSfle Chrifti fpiiitum efflantis cnicem. 
£t CfaiiftiaDui quifqut pilcis dicitui 
TertuUiano, piopixr undx pollubturn, 
Quo dngimur parvi. Ecquis antem bnehib 
Natarc fiac clariflinia poceft cruce } 
Scd Don moramur : namque veftra crux eril, 
Vobit ^ventibuTve, td ncginljbus. 



II. De juramento EccUJia.\ 

ARTICULIS f^cris quidam fubfcribcre julTua, 
Ah 1 Chciragra vetaC, qu& minAl, ioquic, agai 
O veie didum, ft bell£ ! ciira lorqueal omnei 
Ordinis oibm ardculice malum. 



12. De Punjicatione poft puerperium.X 

ENDCAS puma macre! le fiftere tempiia 
ENTpliceC, ec laudia tan litare Dto. 
FoiCc quidem, dim per velba) EccleGa nirbas 

Voj Sn« roatetnii hymnis in&ncia Tidil, 
Viraque neglcftai eft latis uls prccet. 
Sed nos, cum nequeat parvarum lingua parencem 

• Ver. 19, t Vtr. 15. X ^y«(.^^^, 



EPIGRJMMJTJ 

Non laudare Deum, crcdimui elTe neiu. 
Quobdiini fuis pafcmt ll fercnla gncei, 

Noitn ciro CinOx DcTcii liudii erit i 
Adde piis loimU quevis occitlo lucro eft, 

Que poflinc humili fundtn corde pitcci. 
Sic ubi jam mulicr d«ctrpci caofcii pomi 

Ingenut ob partui, ecu milcdidta, fum, 
AppoQte quem comtnotum fubfiigfrat olim. 

Nunc icdie id mitem, ceu benediOa, Deum 



13. De Antichrijll decore Pontifieali* 



N ON qui. 
Omnii I 



un£b milus que palluit 1 



14. De SuperpeJiiceo.^ 

f\VID Ctctx Cindem merueie veftn I 
V^^jjuu milus li vor Jiculis bceflic 
Polluent caftam chlamydia colorem 

DenCibusalris? 
Quicquid ex uma meUorc duOum 
Luce pofluftri, Tel honore pollel. 
Mens fub inGgni fpecle colorii 

Condptt albi. 
Scilicet talem liquet effi IbUm ; 
Angeli vultu radlante candenC) 
Incolz cnli meliorii albj 

Vefte triumphant. 
E creaturis fine mentis ufuj 
Conditie binai homini fequendas 
Spiritui pioponit, et eft utrique 

• Vm. 48. t Ver. 49. 

X Ovii, et Columbi. Colunui. 6. 7. c. 1. et g. c. 

■,, .Google 
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Eigo ringantur p' 


talis hoflci, 


Filii noilis, popu 


,., mallgnus. 


Dum fuum nomc 






Albion albo 



15. De PiUa quadrata.* 

{~\\3M aiaeria fudent Britanoui 
V^ Superpellicei tremendua hoilij, 
Ifthset pileus ludiit propinquus, 
Et partem capltii fictit fupremam i 
Nod lie cffiiglt ingutus vel unus 
Quo HBat minds acHbus nontuc. 

Veium heui ! Q repucn, cibi, tuifque 
Longc pileua anCeiC galEium, 
Ut fcnor cerebri refrigeretur, 
Qui TcSraa edit indme medulla]. 
Sed qui tam malJ pjteos babstii, 
Qaot EccUGa compiobiC, verendum 
Hi Candem caput ejui iropetadi. 



16. In Catharum. 

CUR LaCiam linguun reris nimis elTe prolanani ^ 
Qaam pnemifla probant lecula, noAia probant 
Cur teretem Gntcam damaai, aique Hellada tocam 

Qui tamen occifi (aien fcripta Dei ? 

Scilicet Hebricam cantas, et perltrepii unam : 

Hxc lacllad nafum Tola loqueli tuum. 



17. De Efifcopii.i 

,UOS chariM babuit Chriftus Apoltolcn, 
Teftalofque fuo tndiderat gregi ; 



S 



EPIGRJMMATJ 



Pizful, cur rcnuis } fm mall, pauculoi 
Qi^m cqh^Im fieri prcAaC E^lcopm. 



18. De iifdem^ ad yieiyamm* 



19. De Textore Cathare. 

CUM pilcalotei Teitoc IceIi eSe toatat, 
Ut fandtuin Domini perfequeiennir opui ; 
lUe quoque inradiE Divinim Flaminii irtcm, 

Subtcgmen reti djgniu) tlTe putans, 
EC nunc peilonga) Scripturx ftaminc teUi-f 
Totijue:, et ia Tsitu Doflor urroque duet. 

20. Z)f Magicii rotatibus.X 

/^UOS tu routus, quale murmur aufcultu 
V/^In litibol noftrit? Ega audio nullum. 
Age, provocemuB lilque ad Angelos ipfos, 
Aurffque fuperai : irbicri ipfi fioC lidi, 
Utram tenore facra noftra fint occne 
,£(|uabili (^i. Ecquid ergo te (aata 
Calumniandi concitavic oraca, 
Ut, quae Papicolii porpria, aOiiiB nobis, 
FalGjmque potiflj, quam crepei [veto f J *effu ? 
Tu pcrftrepji Omen ( iJcque Eurgeat carmen 

• Ver. 1S4. t Ver. SJ. t Ven. 30. 31. 

,, .Coogic 
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mytei 

its StrigM," 



Non canveniie prccibus lib Dirini 
O Ikviii hoftU ! quim ferociur pu 
NifailDC refpoiulebimus tibi P FaCci 



21. Adfratres. 

OS'CLUM Icpidum \ citcumAanC undique Fiatrct, 
PapkolUque fui funt, Cicharifqiw fui. 
Sic nunc plena boni runt omnia Fratris, VDOfc 
Cum nil fiaUino ruim elTe queac 

22. De lahe^ macuUfque.i 

LABECULAS, inacular<|ue nobii objlcli, 
Quid f hocclne eft minim f Visto™ fumui, 
Qgi (angoii eft Chriffi, nifi ut maculai lavec, 
Quai fpai^ic aoimz corporis propius ]utum ? 
Vol ergo puii \ O nomcn ippofitiffimum 
guo vulgui omat toj ! At audial pnim ; 
Aftronomus olim (ut iama) dum macula! diu, 
Quaa Luna babec, nietur, in tbveam -cadit, 
TooUque canum Cjnthi* ignofcit notis. 
Ecclelu eft mibi Luna ; pnge in FabulS. 



23. De Mufica Sacra.X 

CUR efficaci, Deucalion, raanu, 
Poft reltilutos lluitibua obices, 
Mutai ID humanam figuram 

Qoin redde foinus, O bone, priftinas, 
£c noi reducai id lapidci avos : 
Nam laia mirantur canenles. 

Sail lyias, cidiiiiTquc callent. 



EPIGRJMMJTJ 

Rupes teiucfs, ct filjca ftniric 

Silnu per Incultol, lacdfquc 
Oipde) melliltuum fecutu. 
Et TiH dirii hifpidi monDbui 
• Amphionii nlliiudine nobili 

Percuffj dnm cumint ad ntbero, 
Maenla conciibuere Tbebii, 
TancAm Tcpenum eft Cmi honunum genui^ 
Qui lempU ficris expolunc chotu, 
Nan erubefcentet vel ipliu 
Duritla fuperare cautel. 
O plena centum Mufica Gridii, 
PnccUrioruin rpiritunm cibui, 

Uc celebcem decui infufumu? 
Tu Dlia miro poUJce fpiritum 
Oeoo pm&ni coiparii eiueoi 
Tei milliei cxlo reponji : 

Aftta n^inc, Novua bic quia hcfpec 
Ardor* Mofci concitus entheo, 
Meifis rrvertens Ictus ab holtibul 
Eiufc'ttat plebem rimtos 

Ad Dominum ptopetaie cantus. 
Quid hoccei* Pfalmos andioii'? O dapci ! 
O fucculend liallanui fpiritui ! 
Rameota ckIi, guttulKque 
Deciduz meliom orbit 
Qdih Daiid, ipfx deliciz Dei, 
Ingeiu piorum gloria Principum, 
Sionis eicelTis ad arcei 

Cum cil>iaris, licuiCjue mifcct. 
Miratur xquor finidmum Ibnoe, 
Ec ipft Jordan fiftiC aquas ftupens j 
Prse quo Tibris Tultum recoadit, 
Eridanutque pudore iufui. 
Tun' obdis aum, grei nove, barbaial, 
Et nullus audi! ? Cantilius obftrepeni, 
Ut, quo feliges ydrherefque 
Pul^u, plus fpilii lucrerii > 

.Ooojlc 
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At cui videri prodigium poteft 

McnKe, quictb tympani publicz, 

Difcoidih pUnas fonoria 



24. De eadim.* 



25. De r'ttuum ufu.\ 

CUM primilm latibus fiiii 
nofttam Cxfar ad infulam 
olim appelleret, inlueiu 
otnnei init^niB lod 
viTentes fine veftibui, 
O viftoria, cUminc, 
certa, ac pcT^ili) mihl t 

Nun alio Cathari modo 
dum jpoafam Domini piis 
orbam titibu) cipecunc, 
atque iid bubariem patrum 
vcltent omnia ■«£"<'>> 
illam tegmiais inrdam 
protfi^ Damioni, et hoftibus 
eiponunt (uperabilem. 

Atqui vos fccui, O bonl, 
ftndre, ac faptre sddecet, 
11 leftros animoa regaot 
Icriptuni canones facrx : 
Namque hac, jure, cuiplaiU 
veltem non adLnl fuam. 



EPIGRJMMATA 
z6. Dt annula canjugali, 

SED ntc conjugii Qgnum, Melvioe, probjUs ? 
Nee Tel Ontillum p'lgaui habcbit amor P 
Nulla dbi fi Ggca pUtentf e aubibm arcum 

Etipe cxiefti qui moderaCur aqus. 
nia quidcm a noAio non mulrUDi abladit imaga, 

Animlus el pleDui tempore fbrian eric 
Sin aebulii parus el noftra pardlo Ggno, 

Cui non abGmilia lenTui mSt folet. 
Scilicet, ut quo ante Tuas cum conjuge tedai 

Merieral in luftris pemicJoJi Veaut, 
Annului boa revocet, fiftarque libMiaii undu 

Lcgilimi Cgnum connubiale tori. 



27. De Mundis et mundanh. 

EX pnelio uodz ignilque (fi PhyGcii Mts) 
CranquilluiaernircLtur: 
eipr 

28. De oratisne Dominica.* 

r\VAM Chrillus immdrtalis innocuo gwj 
V^ ™e fuS dederat. 

ijuia crcderet mortallbui 
otationeDi lejici feptemplicem, 
quae mifetis clypeo 
Ajaeis eft pciftantiOT ? 
Hzc iciba, fuperos advolatuTui thronoa 
Chriftui, ut auiUii 

(ctlm digaiui nil polTct aut meliua dare) 

fnienda nobig tradldit. 



APOLOGETICA. 

Quia £c amicum excipiet, ut Cathari Deani; 
qui rcnonre tacri 

ludent amoris Symbolum ? 
Tu vcrA qnifqui) a, caie, nc dum negei 
unprobe verba Del, 

te deneget VERBUM Deua. 



29. /ff Catharum quendam, 

CUM templis elluc, madent fudaria, mappiE, 
Tnii caper alarum, fuppara, teoa, lagum. 
Quin |iopulo, clemeiu, aliquLd Largirc caloria : 
Nunc fudai Iblus ) cieteia tuiba rigec 

30. De lupa lujtri Vaticani.* 

CALUMNIARUM nee pudor qui) nee modus 
Nee Vatkimic delinea unquam Lufx T 
Metu! inanei I Noi pari pnHervehi 
Illam Chaiybdim caudane noiimui 
Veftramque Scyllam, zquii parati fpiculia 
Britannicam in Vulpem, Inque Romanam Lupam. 
DiOi fidem finnabimui Aiugrammate. 



Roma dabit Oram^ Maro, Ramoj Arma, Mora, 
et Amor. 



Nan decrat vel &ina tibj, vel canniaa fams, 

Unde Maro Uudes duiil ad Alba Cuas. 
At nunc eifucco Gmilii tua glotia Raiao 

Laus andqua ec lionOT perieruat, te Tcluc Arm 
Jam deturb£mnt tempora longa fuo. 



H- EPIGRAMMATA 

Qiun tibi jam deipentx Mera nalla mcdelur; 

Qiu Fabia quondam fub duce nati falut. 
Hinc tc oLim Gcn[« mincx odeie viciffim ; 

£t cum fubUla laudc reccdil Amur. 



31. Dt Impofitione ti 

ntfgrai praftat. 



NECdextra 
Acqui mi 



Qiurn (more celho) in 

Quanto ImpoCdo melioc eft Impoftuia 



32. Supplicum Maijlrerum Raptus 

KojftteSaofuyos. 



^ Piim^ unus auc alter panim linis plac 
Jam lepit impiecas volarun illico, 

II. Mor difpliccDt omnes. Obi hoc pcrmanreri 

III. PaiU^ fectedi muiSuns in angulis 
Qusrit recelTui. Incalcfcit tabula, 

IV. Erumpit jnde, tt condnere atk'ms 

V. Sylvai pemrat, Fibulis dein omnibui 
P™ fpirilu ruptil, qug eas wiardat 
AmRellodamum corripit fc, PlauJitf, 



33. De AuSIorum enumeratiane . 

/^UO magi) invjiliam nobii, et crimina conRcs, 
^■^^^^Petttahis in pirtes nomina magna tUM j 
Marlyra, CaUnnum, Btam, ioStaTa^ac Baanim, 

Qii tamen in noflros fortiter ire nigant. 
fFiiiattr, emntl qucm przfen carmine, mil« 

Affiduui noftra papilionii erat. 
N« quoque ponemiu lungu contcriben nirmu. 



APOLOGETICA. 

Piimns jidcfl nobij, Pharifxls omnibui hoftis, 

Chriltui Apoftolici cinfhis amote gregis, 
Td gcminas belli parCas, O Petri, lepandii, 

Dum gladium ftringens Paulm ad arma vocit. 
Inde Panes pe^unt quadratj, eC tota Vetuftas. 

Nempe No»ator« quii Veteranua amatf 
Jam CanftoBtmia multo fe millce mlfcet ; 

Invilamque luis eiig^c hafta Crucem. 
HLpponentiB adef^ properaiUi et torquct in hofU» 

Lampada, qua ftudiis miigilare folet. 
Tequc Dcum altcKiU cantans .ilmtrojui iram, 

Immemor antlqui iiiellis, eundo coquit. 
Hxc etiam ad pugnam prxfens, qua vivjmus, EC 

Quos inter plenilfque Deo, genioque Jacobus 

Defendic veram mente manuquejfi/nR. 
Intetea ad facium (tlmulat Tacra Mufica bellum, 

Qua fine vos mifeii lendAs ids ope. 
Militat et nobia, quem voi contemnidi, Otdo, 

Online difcemi maxima bella folenc. 
O vo> inTalidos I Audi quern talibus armii 

Eventum Nafo vidit et admonuil ; 
Um Jai Cathana ad hillum mijira! amei i 

jU htlloH naps ferdUlt ana dm. 



34. De auri facra fame.* 



'aritia Salyiam ; ftacuifque facrorani 
ndas, jEace nofter, opes. 



35. Ad Scotiam protreptUon ad Pacem. 

SCOTIA, quae Aigente jacea pocreOa fub Arao, 
Cut adeo immodica relligione cales ? 
Addc tuas Sammas ipfa Anliperiftafis auget. 
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Aut uc pnio* geln fuiDma m 

Quin nociui cxdngue bcei, precor : un<ia prapiDqua eS 

Et tibi Ticinu ponigiC zquor iqius { 
Aut podus ChriAi fanguit drmilTui ib alto, 

VJcinulque mi^ Dobiliorque Suit: 
Ne, G flamma dotii adolefcat mota AabelUs, 

Ante diem i^aa mundut >b jgae ruac. 



36, Ad feduiiai innscentis, 

IMNOCC^ mentei, qiubus inter flumina mund 
Dudtur illimi Candida tIu fide, 
AbSt ut ingenaum punjant mca verba pudorem ; 
Peiftriagunl veftios cannina fola duces. 

Vobii, aut illiB peaora vdlra forent. 



37. Ad Mehinum. 

ATQUI M precor unite per ipfam, 
Qux fcripfic numeros, nunum ; per om 
Mnfanim calicts, per et beatos 
Sarcalmoa quibus arlifei tiiumphas \ 
JJuin pet Ptelbytetoi tuos ; pet utbera 
Quaro curto nequeo teferre Terfu { 
Per chaiai tibi, nobilefque deitras, 
Q^as fubfcriptio neuEiquani ia<)uiaaT]t ; 
Pet quicquid dbi fuaiiter probatur } 
ta nt carminibus nimii dicacem, 
Aut fievuto teputei. Ainica noftia eft 
Atque edentula Mula, nee veneaa 
Spknis perlica contumeliofi. 

Nun fi te cuperem fecate verlii, 
Totamque eTOmerem potenter iram 
Qnam aut Ecclelia deTpicata tdIui, 
AdC 1>& mihi liiggenint Acbcnc, 
(£c quem hon ftimularet haec fimultu) 
jam te fiindinu igoeii Camanii, 
Et Mnfl crepitante fubrailTem t 
Omnislinea fepiam recuCini A'Oiij^lc 



JPOLOGETICA. 

Plumbo iaStn RiilTet cftuinti, 

Piofanoi IremiCut bonafque faniuu : 
Plili chirta iiKc mea delibuta diaii 
H>r&flE[ tibi, quam fupRmi veltis 
Olim Mcreverit Hirculi furenti : 
tjuin hoc caiminc teiicon prohroruni 
EitniiilTem, ub], cum mooeret uliu, 
Hiniinnc titd toQ pliuflra MuliE. 

Nunc bxc omnia fuftuli, taaaota 
Af^Sut lodia tub rcminxni. 
Non tt oumine' turiilduDi vocavi, 
Nod dcridiculoniTe, Iitc* ineptum, 
Nod 'ftiigcs, 'idi^udtc, vel lolatul. 
Nod* bftui dbi 'turgidca Kpoooj 
^Erroio, *niacula>, 'fuperbiun^uc, 
''Laba, '^fomiuaque, "ambitulquc dlrotf 
llonitui'* Bincynlbias omittcDl 
Nil hoium legeio tibl metcntl. 

Quia tc liudibui aiao : quippe dico, 
CacSai fobrlua ad lei Ladox 
Unui dicitur advenire cladem : 
£c tu folui ad jinglit procellai 
(CiW plciumque tuii ibdalitate 
NU fit craffiua, impoliriafve) 
Acccdii bcDc doOus, el pocta. 



38. Ad eundem. 



39. Ad Seren. Regem. 

ECCl pererrabu, regom do^lfime, nugu, 
Qiut gcDi iaconfulQ, CiU wtxUa prpcellii, 
Ubudai noHi, ablbibendai^nc propiaaC ! 



EPIGRJMMATJ 

O oKoa animi frima! quit Tcfba fa^Eit 
Corda furor, TpifliquE afflat caligine renfoa ' 
Ceniite, quim fiwrnofa (an £cclc&a pennii 
Eiplicat, cC ndiii ipfum pemngit Olympum \ 
Vicini populi paffim mirantui, eC Eqnos 
Mentibue attonilis cupunt addifcere ritua : 
ADgeticie tatrnx noftri) fe odbas addunt i 
Ipfe etiam Chriftus cibIo fpecnlatui ab alto 
Innituquc una ftringciu hablcacula mandi. 
Sola mihi plcnol, ait, eihibeC jtHgUa cultul. 
Scilicet hai dlim diijfu xijuore tetni 
Sepofuit Divlaa Cbi, cilm condeiet orbcm, 
Pn^nics geminainqae fua quafi pyiide clanGt. 

O qui Dtfinfir FlJci mericUEmui audia, 
ReJponde teteinum Citulo ; quoquc ordtne fdiic 
CupiAJ, pcrgas fimili rei tcxere filo. 
Obnte feireocn, rupcit conatibai, hoftn : 
Quafquc habeC aut patulis, aut cxco tramite, mo. 
Hxn&i cveitas. Quid cnim K fallen poffilf 
Tu vena, laticefque omnes quM facra redudit 
Fagina, piftafti, mulFoque inrerprere ^udcs: 
Tu Synodorque, Patrefque, ct quod dcdit alia vet 
Haud pet te moricuta, Scholamque introfpicis om 
Nee CTanGre licet quo mentis acumine findia 
Vifccn natimt, conimlftufque omnibus aftrii 
Ante tuum tempua coslum giatjflimus ambtj. 
Hac ope munitui lecuiior eicipis undis, 
Qua) Ladi, Catharique marent, atque inter utiaG 
Pallor agii proprioi, medio tuttflipiui, agaiw. 

Pet^ decui Regum ; Ac, Auguftilfiine, plaie 
Sint tibi Tel Ileitis hades, et laudibui anni : 
Sic puUare tuas, eicluCs lu^bu), auGat 
Gaudia fola fbrea : fie quicquid ibmnia mentis 
Intui agunt, habeat certum meditatio.finein ; 
Sic pofitii nugis, qulbui irretita libido 

Sola yaabiam decanteni a 



APOLOGETIC J. 

40. Ad Deum, 



Q^ZJ 



in bbor imtu9 
EicTMt mifirum ; non ddlor unguium 

Motfui inctepac iniioa i 
NoQ mxiEt cilamus ; nan queriCur caput 1 

Sed fscunda poelcwc 
VU, ec vena facih legnat in artubus 

Quails nefcius aggnum 
£iundat fluvia Nilui amabili. 

' O duldffime fpiritus, 
SanOoa qui gemlcui menlibu] infetii 

A Te Curtuie dcRiios, 
Quid Icribo, a. placeu, fi placea, [uum ell. 



VII. INVENTA BELLICA. 



OH Moitis langa:va lames, venterque perennis \ 
(Juem ron Emathius torrenj, non ianpiine ping 
Daania, nan fatiat bis ter millcGma cxdis 
Progenies, mundlque xtas abdomlne tanto 
Inghivieque minor. Qijercus habiOre feruntur 
Prifci, crefceotefque una cum prole caTernai j 

Glani dedit, ec truncus cefhim, ec ramalia mortem. 
Confluere interea pilTmi ad Floralia pubes 
Cuperac, iigricolis metiCemque eC aratra folud). 
Compita fervelcunt pcdibus, climoribus aithn. 
Hic ubi difcumbunt per gramina, lalGot unui 
Omnia fuTpendlc nafo, fociorque laceilit i 
Non fert Ucalegon, atque amentaca recorquec 
DiAa teroi, hietent bteri coi 



.Coojlc 



;o INVENTJ BELLICA. 

Scindltur in paito vulgul ecu compita, ulam 
Ira ^c, mundurque ipfe eft ai>o[heca futotis, 
Liber alit rivu, paancibai omnia bina 
Sunt pneur vitam : faxii hie fteniicur, alter 
Ambufli) fudibua, pan vitam in pocub fiindunt, 
Bacchaatui Lapithz, (urit inconftanda vini, 
Saaguins quem dederat rpolians : primordia belli 
Hxc fiierant, fie TlfiFhone Tiiguiicula luGt. 

Non placuiC nidil atque ignara occifio, mord 
Qucntur ingenium, doQulque homicida pcobaCur. 
Hinc tyiDcinium, parvoque afliieta juventui, 
Fiaaque Bellona, et venc ludibria puEnie, 
InftruAxque acies, hyemeTque in pellibui afbe. 
Omniaque luec ui tranfadigant fine crimine colhs 
Aitificdquc nedi clueant et mortis alumni. 
Nempe et tnillenoi ad j>alum interficil lioftea 
Afliduul tyro, li fit fpcAanda voluntai. 
O fuperi ! quia lantum ipfis virtutibus inlbt, 
QiunCum cawii? adeone uoam noi viiete Titam, 
Peidere fciceaCas? crcTcet [amen hydn noccndi 
Triffis, ubi ac feirum ttllutc recidicur ima, 
Facundufque chalybi fceleris, jam languine tiofhis, 
Eiplcii acquit, at toCum depafcitur ocbcm. 
Quit) memorem [otroenci, quibai prim horruit sevum, 
Baliftalque, Onagiofque, et quicquid Scn^ Ievui 
Vel Catapulta poteft, Siculique ioTenta magiftri, 
AagligeaOmque arces, gaudentes fanguine Galli 
FullibalH, fimdafque quibui cum numinc fietus 
Stravit Idumzum divinus Tityrus hoftem. 

Arritagum, M;elque obAantia quxque metcnces. 
Quin atiei niit ct multa Demetrius' arte. 
Sic olim cecidere. 

Deerat adiluc litii) noftris digniOima muudo 
Machioa, quam nullum fatis ciecrabicur cvum ; 

Fufa{|ue decurttc nolis aqua ferrea fulcis ; 
Exoritur tubui, atque inftar Cydopis Homeri, 



• PolJorcatel, cog ; (ibiu lAc manujcnfl.j 

. .Coogk 



myenTj sellicj. jji 

Lurcum prodi^iim, medjoque fanunine gandetu I 
Inde TOtx atqHe axis fubeunt, qiuG felU cniulia, 
Qua moR ipla fedens homlDum dc gcnte triomphat. 
Accedit Pyrius pulris laquoribus Ord 
Eialii, Inieiiix preliofa tng; mata rataSit, 
SulpLurcaqae lacu, Cotaque Lmbuta Mcphio. 
Hinc glans adjic'icur, doq i^uain rufbre iitultat 
Creditur, ante iataa prono cum vcrtjce ihiga. 
Plumbea glans, livenfque fuz ijuali confua aoix, 
Purpureug liaoi Plutonia, epil^oU b.6 
PlumMi obiignata, colofque et Ilamina lite 
PerTumpen9f Alropi Tchilx marcentdbot nlnla. 
Has ubl vlnfla, fubit vivo cum fiine mioilUr, 
Falalemquc leniu dcitiam, ijua ftupeus ignii 
Mulcenii TcnCo, accendit cum tbmJte pailem 
Pulveiii iafenii, propeiat, datur ignii, ct omncm 
Mateiiam veiaC, nee jam fe cantlnel aaDo 
HGphoru, flamma a ^llaci fulnune unOa ; 
Eiolat, homndumque ciet bacchata ^gorem. 
Ic ftridor, orfofque omnei et Tartara findit 
Nod jam ciaudiri quidquam tcI mufica fpluerae 
Vel gemitui £rebi, pjceo fe tucbioe voItcdi, 
Totamqtie cruSaci nubem glani pioniit imo 
Precipitala, cadunC arbcs tbinudiiie, mori 
Diffugiunt, Iragilitque crcpant caoacuU mDadi. 
Strata jacent tolo mlUena cadayen canpo, 
Udo iSbi j non Gc peftU, non ftella maligDO 
Afflatu perimonC' En Cymba Cocytia Cailnl 
Ingemit, et defelTua opcm jam portitoi oxat* 
Nee glani fola nocn, mortem quandoque fufuirat 
Aura Tolam, ritunque aer quam pavent, aufEit. 

N<n ^tnani, noflemque Chaoi genuere prions, 
^toa Cacom ignivomum dedic, hie Ixioaa Gnecit 
Ouitatum, deinde IxLon cum ikublbus atria 
Congredieiu gCDoit monaclium, qui limen opaCK 
Trifle coleiu fel1>, noduqoe et Dsmone plenum 
Protulit boirendum hoc primum cum pulveire monftrum. 
jjnii nKiiuehoi mortem meditari, et pulvere CriAi 
Veriatn niset 1 atque humilea qaria talk cotdi 
Tarn demi^, iplamque ideo liibcunCii tenun.? 



;2 INFENTA BELLICA. 

Stc tamrn hie morti) tibin ftedc ; exilit omni 
Tormento pejor Jefuici, et fulmiiut orbem, 
Ridcns boinbirdas mileru, qme corpon pcrdant 
Non iinimaa ; nroque oTDanrur ^guinc Rgum 
Obftrcpene Ifailta liinitu, ciimenque laCentcs. 
SiAimui hie, inquit &nim, lit prati bibeiunt 
Sanpunla, inDOCUum Canilem luet oihis Abetum. 

C. KlUIKTI. 



VIII. ALIA POEMATA LATINA. 
I. Ad auHarem Injlauratianis /nagnee. 

[niAHClSCUM BACON.] 



^ Ad lamz pioperet Ten Tropza tar. 
Tun nitidi tinien occidi;, lam fniTicet hofto, 

Se qniri donatum funere quifquc putaC. 
Scilicet apponit ptedum tui deicoi fatn, 

Vulnereque emanat ianguia, uc intret houos. 
O quam felices func, qui tun caftra lequunOir, 

Cihn per ce fit^tCE amtutiola mori. 



m HONOR.EA4 ILLUSTRJSSIMI DOMINI 

DE VEKULAUIO VICE-COMITIS STI. ALUK 



tf^UISiite tandem! non enim Vulta ambulat 
^■^LQuoddiano. Nefcis, igiure f audies. 
Dm Notionom j Veritatii Pondfei ; 
InduAionis Dominus ; £t Verulamii ; 
Rmim Magiftei Unicui, at non Attium : 
ProfiiDditatii nnui, atque EleganlJK ; 

, .Coojlc 



JLIA FOEMATA LATINA. 2 

NaCurz Anilpex indmos j PhltorophiiE 
^noium, Se<|uelleT Eipcrientiz, 
Spccubcionifque ; ^uitatis Signifer; 
Scientianim fub pupiliari ftatu 
Degcntium olim Emancipator J Lumima 
Promus 1 Fugator Idolum, alque Nubium : 
Collega Solis : Quidra CertlCmiiili!: 
Sophifmatum MalHi : Br«iui Literarius, 
AuChontatii eiuens Tyrannidcm : 
llaljonis et Sentaa Stupcndus Arbiter ? 
Repumicator mentis : Atlas PLyficus, 
Alcide ruccumbence Stapritla; 
Columba Nojc, qux in veCuftatc Aitibili 
Nullum locum requicmiiuc cernens, pnellitit 
Ad le fuumijuc Matria, Arcam regirdi. 
SubtilitiCil terebij ; Temporia nepos 
Ee leritate Matre ; Mellis Alveua ; 
Mundique ec Anioiarum Sacerdoa Unicui j 
Securifque Etrorum j inque Natalihus 
Granum Siuapls, acre aliis, Crefceas fibi 
O me prope LalTum ! Juvate Pofteri. 

Cio». Hubmt. 0«at. Pub. is 

ACADIM. CaMTAB. 



]. IN OBITUM INCOMPARABIUS 

FRANCISCI VICE- COM ITIS SANCTI ALBANI, 



DUM longi lencique gemis fub pondere m 
Atque hieret dubio tabida vita pede ; 
Quid Toluit piudcns Fatum, jam fentio Candei 

Conftat, Aprile uno te poCoifle mori : 
Ut Flos htnc lacrymia, illinc Philomela qnerc 
Dcducant linguz lunera (bla tux. 



15+ JLIJ POEMATJ LATINA. 



4, Comparatia inter munus fitmmi Can - 
cellariatiis et Librum. 



M",; 



UNERE dum nobii prodes, Libtoque tiituris. 



Munere dum nobii produ, Libioque remodi. 
In laudel ibcunt jam loca quzque [uai : 

Hz tibi funt alz budum. Cui conciglc unquim 
Longiiu teterno, laliiii orbe d«iu ? 

5. iEthiopiJfa ambit Ceftum diverfi 
coleris virum. 

f^ UID mibi Ji ^ia nigra eft f hoc, Cdh, coltnc 
^^LSunt edim tenebra, <)uai Omen opUC uaot. 
Ceinii ut exuflj femper lie tronte lulor j 

Ah iQDgum, quz K dcpcrit, errat iccr. 
Si nigro He terra falo, quia defpicil artuin \ 

Claude oculos, et eruDt omnia nigra dbi : 
Aut aperl, et cemes corpus quai prtyldt umbras ; 

Hoc lalteni officio iungar amore tui* 
Com miht fie ^cies fumus, quaa pe^n flammas 

Jamdudum tacite dilituifle puCes? 
Dure, negas i O lata mihi pra:faga doloris, 

Quse mihi lugubres coatrilniere genu i 

6- In NataUs et Paftha cmcurrentes. 

CUM tu, Chrifle, cadis, nifcor ; mentcmqae ligavjl 
Una meam membris horula, teque cruci. 
O me difparibus oatutn cum numlne latis 1 

Cur mihi daa vicam, quam tibi, Chrifte, negas ? 
guin moriar tecum : vilam, quam riegligis ipfe, 

Accipe; ni talern des, tibi quails erat. 
Hoc mihi legatum trllti (t ftinere prsefieg, 

Chtifte, duplex fiet mors tua vita mihi: 
Atque Ibi pet te raaftilicer natalibua iplia. 

Id Titam, et nervos Pafcha coxva fluet. 



ALIA POEMATA LATINA. zjs 



7. AD JOHANNEM DONNE, D.D. 

JO SICILLORUM EJUS, ANCHOftA BT CHKISTO. 



^•^^ (Tinrre Chriftom fcilicM.ne afcendertt) 
Tuive CbiiAum devouna facundii 
Ulna loquendi Ccmpas ; addit Anchon 1 
Nee hoc ibunde tH Cibi, nin ceiDe Aachone 
Addat SigiUum : nempe rymbolum fus 
Tibi dcdit uodi et Ccira ccidludinu 

Quondam kS-as amoi loquena ainata 
Tot el taota loqueat amica ; Icripfit 
Tanden) ec felTa maaas, dedit Sigilluin. 

Suavii ciat, qui fcripta, doleiu, lacciatido ncludi 
San£b& in regno m^^ni ciedebaC amoiis 
(In quo lai nihil c& lumpi) donare Si^llum. 

Miinde, fluaa fiigialque licec, am nofttaquc &a : 



%. IN OBITUM SER£NIS8IMj£ IlEGINiC 
ANN^, 



q:°c 



e, feUi Anna, modo deflere liccblt > 
i magnum impcrium, gloria major ttat : 
totpens animus fuctumbit unique, 

Quii, nifi qui mioibua Briaicua, oculifquc fit Argus, 

Scribere te dignAin Tel lactymaie queat ? 
Frufba igicur fudo ; fupercft mihi lob TOluptai, 



IS6 ALIA POEMATA LATINA. 

Qwd calunum cicufent Pantut ct Affaa mcum : 
Hvnquc Annae liudei calo fcribunnir aperto, 
Sed luSui noflxr rcribiCur Oceana. 



9. IK OBITUM HENRICl PRINCIPIS WALLljE.* 
(ex EPICEDtO CANTABRIGIENSI.) 

ITE level finquam), Parnaflia Dumina, mufx I 
Nod ego vos pofthac, hedene velatus amiau, 

Sed nee Cirrbzi falCui, LibcthiiaTc arva 

In mea &Qa. ruant ; non tam mihi pcndula mens eft. 

Sic qiuG Diis certem, mignoj accerfere montes ; " 

Nee viga de fummo deducam fiumina monte, 

jjualia putaricDtt colunt fub mpe <<Maro : 

Si quai mens agiCel moles (dum pcfton fxrn 

Tota ftupent luda) lachijmllque exxfluec rquk 

Spuitui, hi mihi jam montes, h«c flumina Innto : 

Muia, Tale I et tu, Phccbe 1 dolor mea caimina difiet ; 

Hinc mihi piincipium : vos, labenria meads 

Lumina, nutances pauUacim acquiiite vim, 

ViTlte, dum mortem oftendam : fie Cempora veltram 

Non comedant famam, fie nulb obllvia potent; 

Quaie age, mens ! efFaie, precor, quo numine Ijtfo ? 

]Juod non lanigerz pEcudes, nan agmina luftieat? 
Annon longa fimes, mifeneque injuria peftls 
Ptena minor fiierat, quam fatum E'rincipls scgrum * 
Jam feUi Philomela, et mend canfcia Dido 1 
Felices quoi bella premuni et plurlmus enfia ! 
Non metuunt ultra j noftra infbrtunia tantum 
Fataque, Fortuoalque et fpem Izlere futuram. 
Qiiod G &U illi langam inviden lalutem 
Et patrio regno (fub quo jam Piincipe nobii 

• Fuller, In hii Church Hillory, Book x. Cent, itil. &y. 
" Give me leave to add one more, untranfiatable Tot its el^anc 
and eipreffivenefj, made by Mr, George Herbert ; — 

' Ulteriora timenl cum morte paciicitur Orbls.'" 



ALIA POEMATA LATINA. 

Quid fpeme, immo quid non fpenrc li«h«0 
Debait ifta pati prima e[ non nobili) ztai : 
Aut cita mon eft dinda bonij lut Iong» feneflus. 
Sic laetarc animos et 6c oftendcre gemmain 
Eicitat opcatiu ividu, Et ventilat ignem. 
Quan etiam nuper Pyrii dc pulTerii iflu 
Prindpia innocium fenSllii nudiina Tium 
Ut moibi fomata, alioqae io pulven proftet. 
Phsbc, nii paduit, quum fumma mane ndirs, 

Totum nffulcari petcres, ut ooStz Elcnti 
Homana ecteraiH agereiit gnecoidia queftui : 
Tantum etenim veftnB, Paicx, non fleait habtnas 
Tempu! edax mum, luque o mors improba fola es 
Cui cxcu iribuit vim inaofa vctuftai 1 

Plui cdam reten* ccclum viderc lemotum : 
Cur idto TerUi triftei effiindere cuiai 
EzpcCo, Canquam bzc fie ao&j\ medjcina dolotia ? 
Immodicui luAns tacito vonC igne medullar, 
Ut fluvio cunente, yadum fonat, alCa quiefcunt. 



INKUPTA P>ll», naca I»efpacrc ! 
MtcToa fummz gloria nglz ! 
Cui duldi anident camanx 
Pieridii Idljzque Mult*. 

Cur mU martii, vel tibi, id cuii 
guacnnque gotta ttmporii imminent * 



Numne Hydra Calii tantaque bdlua eft 
Mens tot Tironim Ibrdida Janguine 
Ut mucro nimpatur Minetvac 
Utque minax liiperetni JBfpi ? 



Pndpitant graiiote cafu. 



,-| 



Z58 JLIA POEMATA LATIN A. 

Td difcidifti Cotsoaeu maniu 

Ncxu, capillm inpiibui oblltos, 

FuTvolque lidfti Gigantcm 

EnccUdum, phareOainquc Rhoci. 

Ccu y\Ga, mufii pomgit lierbubs 

I 



Pillai rctoitit cxGa vodtnu 
KerpandiC; Eii! nc metuai precor. 
Nam fata non juftii tepngniac 
Prindpibua, fed unica fiuoC. 

Ut fi reciSi aibotlbus mels 



Dulcem lepcndent cum mihi 

Pulcbie renatam ex arbore n 

IMgnamque ccelefti corona 



X. E MSTO. AUTOG. 

CUM petit Inlantem Princepi, Grantamque Jaci 
Qui&am honim major fit, dubitatur, amoti' 
Vinut more fuo Noltci: nam millibus Infans 
Noa toe abell, quot nos Regis ab ingcnio. 



XI. E MSTO. AUTOG, 

X7ER0 itroa ergo quid fit, audi 
V Veium. GalUce, non libencer a 



The Synagogue 

OR THE SHADOW OF THE TEMPIi SACRED POEMS 
AND PRIVATE EJACULATIONS IN IMITA- 
TION OF MR. GEORGE HERBERT 



[By Chriftopher Harvie m.a.] 



" Stuliijjiaiim crtda ad hailaiijiim bob oftima jairqui 
frofaiiri." Plia. Sec. lib. i. Ep. 5. 



I do eftcem't 1 lolly aat the Icafl 
To iniitate example! not tbc beft. 



LONDON 
MDCCCL. 



Advertifement to the Synagogue. 



THE "Synagogue" was firftpubliflied in 1640,* 
without the author's name; and the authority 
for afcribing the work to Cbriftopher Harvey reft* 
upon the following evidence : In the " Complete 
Angler," chap. v. Walton, after quoting George 
Herbert, fays, " And fince you like thcfe verfes of 
Mr. Herbert's fo well, let me tell you what a reve- 
rend and learned divine, that profefles to imitate him, 
and has indeed done fo moft ezcellently, hath writ 
of our Book of Common Prayer ; which I know you 
will like the better, becaufe he is a friend of mine, 
and I am fure no enemy to angling;" then follow 
the Verfes on the Book of Common Prayer, printed 
in. this volume, p. z8o, which are fubfcribed, Ch. 
Harvie. In the fecond edition of the " Complete 
Angler," publilhed in 165 3' ^''^ ^ found commen- 
datory verfes, addreffed to Walton by " Ch. Harvie, 



• Printed by T. L. for Phil. Stephens, ind Chtiftophn Me- 
redith, u the Golden Lion, in Sc. Paul'i Chuich-yacd. The 
fecond edition enUi^ed. was publilhed Lond. 164.7, third cdic 
I6J7} fourth, l66t; fiith, 1667; Aith, 1673; feventh, 
1679; eighth, 1703 } ninth, 1 70 j, and fince with almoft every 
editian of the Temple. 



i62 ADVERTISEMENT. 

M. of Arts." In the fourth edirion of the " S711*- 
g(^e" arc veries by Walton, addrcflcd " to my reve- 
rend friend, the Author oi the Synagogue," wherein 

he fays. 



from thefe lafb there cannot be any doubt that the 
work is alligned to its true author. 

Another work, probably by Ch. Harvie,is entitled 
• Scbola Cordis :" ortbeHeartofitSelfe gone away, 
from God ; brought back ag^ne to him ; and in- 
ftrofled by him, in 47 emblems, London, printed 
for H. Blunden, at the Caftle in Cornhill, 164,7." 
t2mo. pp. 196.* In the edition of 1675 it is ftated, 
that they were *' written by the Author of the ' Syn- 
agogue' annexed to Herbert's Poems;" if fo, this 
volume muft be alfo afcribed to Chriftopher Harvey ; 
it fliould, however, be obferved, that it has been re- 
printed two or three times, within the laft half cen- 
tary,and afcribed to Francis Quarlcs, but erroneouily. 

The only Chriilopher Harvey that can be traced 
in both univerfities, and who probably was our au- 
thor, is the one mentioned hf Anthony Wood, who 
1^8 " that he was a minifler's fon of Chelhire, was 
bom in that county, became a battler of Brazen~Nofe 
College, in 1 6 1 3 , aged lizteen years, took the d^rees 
in Arts.t that of Mafter twing completed in 1620, 
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ADFERTISEMENT. 263 

holy orders, and at length wa» made vicar of Clifton 
in Warwictlhire.* His works arc thefe :" 



[. At&NIASTHS: or, the Right Rebel, a Tratife dif- 
co*eriDg the true Ufe of the Name by the Nature of Rebel- 
lion, with die Propeitiea ind Pnaicet of Rebel). Appliable 
to on, both old and New Phanatici, by ChriAophn Harrey, 
VioT of Clifun, in the county of Warndck. Lond. Printed 
for R. Royfton, BookfeUet to his facted Majefly, 1661, od. 
p. 176, befides title, dedication, and piEface, eight teaveLf 

[I. FiAion fupplanted i or, a Caveat againft the ecclefiallical 
and Tecular Rebel), in two Pait). i. Adifcourfe concerning 
the Nature, Properties, and Pradico of Rebeli. 1. Agiinft 
the Incooftancy and inconliftent Contraiiety of the lame Pre- 
eenlioDi and Pradicn, Principle and DodiiDC). Lond. 1663, 
o&. " penn'd moiily in 164.1, and linilbed ] Ap. 1645. 
Thlt book, I fuppofe (for 1 have not feen it, or the other,) 
ii the lame with the former, only a new 6de put to it, to 
naake it vend the better. Another boob goes under hil 
name, called Cmjitima cf Ctrifiienitj, printed al Lond. in tw. 
but that, or any other befidei, I nave not yet feen." A. 
Wood, jliiaia Oxon. ed. Blifi, t. 3, p. 538. 

lu. Jin ijliia of The Chuichei Eiercife undn Affliflion : or 
an expofition of the LXXXV PCilm, by Mr. Thomas Pier- 
foQ, late Re^our of Bmmpton Brian, in the county of He- 
reford. London, printed for Philemon Stephens, at the 
Gilded Lyon in Paul'i Churcb-yatd, 1647, with a dedication . 



* By the kindneb of the Rev. J. M. C Moor, the ptelent 
redor of Rugby, the following additional particutais of Chriito- 
phei Hatvey have been obtained. He was inftituted November 

14, 1639. On the nth of June 164Z, were bapdied Bridget 
and Mary, the diughten ofChriftopher Harvey, ctetk, and 
Margaret, hia vnlt. In September 14, 1643, a fan, named 
Whitney, waa baptiied, who was burled oa. 11, in the lime 
year, (he appears to have been named after the patron of the 
living of Clifton, Sir Robert Whitney, knt of Whitney, Herc- 
fardOiire,) another fon, named Thomas, was baptized Feb. ii, 

164s i and on the 4th of April, 1663, wai '< buried Mr. Cbrif- 

lopbet Harvey, vicar of Clifton." 

f Dedicated to the Hon. Sir GeofFery Palmer, knt. and hart. 

In the prelace the author ftatei that it wai linilhed April 3, 

1645, and the poftfcript added March 11, 1660. . , 
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Iff Cb. Hiirey to hit hoooureii pilron. Sir Roben WMtocrt 
knight, >ad * poftfcHpi u the Chriftiiui Reader.* 

IV. jiF iJiilen p/"rhe Great Chuta of the Church. CoaOfSr 
ing a Catalogue of gracious priviiedgei granted unto it bylkc 
King of Heaven : or an eipolltion of the LXXXVIl P&Isl 
By Mr. Thomai Pieribn, &c. ai beJbre, with * dedication br 
Ch. Harvey, to IMy Aonc Whitney. 

T. jtn tdllitn o^Eacellent encouiagementt againft ifflifBaiUi 
orEipofitionaorfbuifeleaPfalmesi the XXVII, tXXXIV, 
LXXXV, and LXXXVIl, containing, 
I. Dxrid'i tfiumph over diftrefle. 
S. David') bean's delire. 

3. The Churchca eiercifc undei affliftoD. 

4. The Great Charter of the Church. 

By the learned and laboriouBi ^thtiill and pttident MiaiAa' 
of Cod'i word, Mr. Thamu Pinfon, Ute Pafteur of Bromp- 
ton-Brien in the county of Heretbrd [Rom. 15. 4. quoted]. 
London, printed by John Legatt, for Philemon Stephenaj at 
tbe ^dcd Lion in St. Paul's Church-yard, mdcxlvii. 4tD.t 



* In the dedication of thli worlc, Ch. Karvty fays — ** And 
having long agoe put on almoll an obftinate refolution never to 
fend mine own name to the prelTe (eicept it be. *s now I do, 
to bring to light another man'] labour)." This expreffion tends 
to ihew that he was the writer of other works, but to which be 
did not affii hi] name. 

f The firfi, fecond, third, fourth, and fifth editions of " The 
Synagogue" were "printed bjT. L. fot Philemon Stephens, at 
the gilded Lion in Paul's Church-yard, 1647," who was the 
publilher of the cluee laft-mentioned works edited by Cfarifto- 
pher Harvey, from which fad, there can be but little doubt 
that all the foregoing worlu ue by the fame author or editor. 



To my Reverend friend, the Author of 

The Synagogue. 



I knew your ftiCoa ; but now love you more 
Becaule 1 finde 
It i> So tiuc I pifhin of your mindc ; 

Whiih tunei your ficred lyre 
To that ctemil <]uirc, 
Wbne holy Hirhcrl Au 
(O ilumc to pmphiae wiD !) 



TheTe holy Hymoa bid an Etherial Uith; 

For they can raifc fad Tauli above the earth, 
And fii them there, 

Free fiiaa the worldi aniietiei and feat. 

Htriirt and you have pow'r 
To do thii : ev'ry hour 
I read yoD killi a lin, 

To fight againft it ; and the Holy Ghoft 
Support! try Inlltiei, left the day be lolt. 



Neglea our armi, 
Ware clrcumTefted with a world of harms. 

But I will watdi, and ward. 
And ftand upon my guard. 
And ffiU confuk with you 
And Hiritrlf and renew 
My Towi, and fay. Well tare hii, and your hearty 



266 COMMENDJTORT FERSES. 



To the Author. 

HE that doth imitate muil comprehend ; 
Vrr^, Mamr, Order, mill, Sfirit, mi 1 
For thcTe all our Church-Poet doth intend, 
And he who hath thit ImitaliDii writ. 
O glory of the time ! beft Englilh Singer, 
Happy both he the Hand and thou the Finger; 

S. Langfsrd sf Gray' s~In^, 

CounreUorofLaw. 



To his ingenious Friend, the Author of 

The Synagoguty 

Upon his additional Church-utenltls. 

SIR, 

So the cheap Taucb-itone's bold 
To quenion the mate noble gold ; 
As 1, al your command. 
Put forth my bluftiing hand 
To try theft Raptures, fcnC to my poor Te« : 
But fince your Quezon's, Ate they like the reft ? 

I fay they are the beft : 
That once caneeiT'd, the other is conleS. 

But, Sir, now they are here, 
For to prevent a female jeere, 

Thui much affirm 1 do, 

They'r like the 6ther too; 
And you like him whofe fublime paths you Dead, 
Hirbirt! to be like whom, who'd not be dead? 

Hoitrt ! whom when 1 read, 
I ftoop at Bats that fliine belQw my head. 



COMMENDATORr f^ERSES. 167 

Hiriirl I viboCe Every ftrain 
Twifta holy Breafta with happy Brain j 

As elcKanc as he 
Muft climb mount Calwy for Panajia^ hill. 
And in fiis Saviours tides bapdie ha Quill ; 

A Jordan tit [' inffill 
A Saint-like ftyle, bacfd with an Angeli Otill. 

He was our Ssimm, 



Where if your jnety fo much allow 

That firudhire with thefe ornaments t' endow, 

All good men wU] avow, 
Vout Synagogue, built befbrt, is fiirniflit now. 



SIR, 
T 1 THILE I read your hnei, mechinks I fple, 
VV Churches, and Church-tnen, and the old Hienrchie: 
Whit potent channl are thefe ! you have the knack 
To make men young again, and fetch time back. 
I've loft what was beHow'd on J^dahi ftiact. 
And am now where I was thrice £ve years lince. 
The mid-fpace flirunk to nothing, Manners, Men 
And Times, and all louk, juft a! they did then. 

Order and CDmellnelTe atrelh appear. 
What cannot Poefa do ? They change with eafe 
The face of things, and lead us as they pleafe. 
Yet here's no fiaion neither. We may fee 
TbelPoet, Prophet ; his Verfe, Hiftorie. 

y«. I, 1654- ^- S. 
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I. Subterliminare. 

VIC.cujus Templum? Cbrifii. ^i. 
ctindidii? Edt. 
\ Cendiiit Herbertus. Die, qtiihus 
auxiliis f 
Auxiliis multii : quUus, baud mihi dieere fat eft. 

Tanta eft ex diHii lis eriurtda meii. 
Gratia, Ji dicam, dedil smme ; frotinus obftat 

Ingenium, dicens, eunila fuijfe fua, 
Ars negat, et nihil eft tisn neftram dicit in illo / 

Nee facile eft litem comfofuife mibi. 
Divide : Materiam del gratia, materiteque 

Ingenium eultus induat, arjque modes. 
Nan : ne diJpUceat fariter res omnibus ifta. 

Nee fortita velint jura vacare Jua, 
Nempe pari fibi jure petunt, cultujque, madt/que, 

Materismque, ars, et gratia, et ingenium. 
Ergo, velit fi quis duhitantem tdlere elenebum, 

De Temph Herberti talia diQa dabit. 
In Templo Herbertus (ondenda eft gratia totui, 

Ars pariter talus, totut et ingeniam. 
Cedite Romana, Graiia quoque eedite Mufa ; 

Unum par (unSis AngliajaSat opus. 
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2. A Stepping Jione 

To the ibrefooU Bf Mr. Herbert'* Cburch-Perch. 

WHATChurchisthis? ChrilbCburch. Who 
buildcd it? 
Mailer George Heriert. Who affifted it ? 
Many affifted ; who I may not lay. 
So much contention might arile that way. 
If I fay grace gave all; wit flraight doth thwart. 
And fayes. All that is there is mine ; but art 
X}enie3, and fayes, There's nothing there bat's mine : 
Nor can I eafily the right define. 
Divide ; fay, grace the matter ^ve, and wit 
Did polilh it : art meafur'd, and made fit. 
Each fcv'rall piece, and fram'd it altogether. 
No, by no means : this may not pleafe them neither. 
None's well contented with a part alone, 
Wlien each doth challenge all to be bis own. 
The matter, the eiprelEons, and the meafures. 
Are equally arts, wits, and graces treafures. 
Then he, that would impartially difcnls 
This doubtfiill q^oeftion, mull aofwer that : 
In building of his Temple, Matter Heriert 
Is equally all grace, all wit, all art. 

Roman and Grecian Mufes all give way : 
One Englifli Poem darkens all your day. 



THE SYNAGQGVE. 



3. The Dedication. 

LORD, my firll fruits (hauld have been lent id 
For thou the tree, [thet; 

That bare them, ooly lenteft unto me. 

But while I had the ufe, the fruit was mine : 

Not fo divine 
As that I dare ptefume to call it thine. 

Before 'twas ripe it ^ unto the ground : 

And jince I found 
It bniifed in the dirt, nor clean, nor foand. 

Some I have pick'd, and wip'd, and bring thee no», 

Lord, thou knowft how ; 
Gladly I would, but dare not it avow. 

Such u it is, 'til here. Pardon the bell. 

Accept the reft. 
Thy pardon and acceptance maketh bleft. 



4. The Church-yard. 

THOU, that intended to the Church to-day. 
Come take a turn, or two, before thou go'ft. 
In the Church-yard \ the walk is in thy way. 
Who takes bell heed in going, haftech moft : 
But he that unprepared ralhly ventures, 
Haltens perhaps to feal hia deaths indentures. 
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5. The Church-ftile. 

SEEST thou that ftile ? Obferve then how it rifes. 
Step after Hep, and equally defcends : 
Sach is the way to winne celellial prizes: 
Humility the courfe begins, and ends. 

Wouldft thou in grace to high perfections grow? 
Shoot thy roots deep, ground thy foundacbns low. 

Humble thyfelf, and God will lift thee up : 
Thofe that exalt themfelves he calleth down : 
Tlic hungry he invites with him to fup ; 
And cloaths the naked with his robe and crown. 

Think not thou hall, what thou from him wouldft 
have: 

His labour's loft, if thou thyfelf canft fave. 

Pride is the prodigality of grace. 

Which calteth all away by griping all : 

Humility is thrift, both ItCcpa its place. 

And gains by giving, rifech by its fell. 
To get by giving, and to lofe by keeping. 
Is to be fed in mirth, and glad in weeping. 



6. The Church-gate. 

NEXT to the ftile, fee where the gate doth ftand. 
Which, mrning upon hooks and hinge* may 
EaTly be Ihut, or open'd with an hand : 
Yet conftant to its center ftill doth ftay ; . 
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And fetching a wide compaiTe round about. 
Keeps the Ikme courfr, and difiance, never oot. 

Such muft Ae couric be that to heaven tends; 
He that the gates of righteoulnefle would enter, 
Muft [lili continue confiant to his ends. 
And fLie himlelf in God, as in his center. 

Cleave clofe to him by &ith, then move which way 
Diicredon leads thee, and thou fhalt not ftray. 

We never wander, till we loofe our hold 
Of him that ia our way, our light, our guide : 
Bat, when we grow of our own ftrength too bold, 
Unhook'd from Him, we quickly mm afide. 
He holds us up, whilft in him we are found : 
If once we fall from him we go to ground. 



7. The Church-walls. 

Now view the walla : the Church is compaiT'd 
Aa muchfbrfkfcty, as for ornament; [round, 
Tis an inclofure, and no common ground ; 
Tis Gods free-hold, and but our tenement. 
Tenants at will, and yet in taile, we be : 
Our children have the fame right to't as we. 

Remember there muft be no gaps left ope. 
Where God hath fenc'd, for fear.of falfe illufions. 
God will have all, or none ; allows no fcope 
For fins incroachments, or mens own intrufions. 
Clofe binding loclcs his Jaws together fall : 
He that plucks out the firft, pulls down the laft. 
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Either refolve for all, or elfe for none ; 

Obedience univerikl lie doth claime. 

Either be wholly his, or all thine own : 

At what thou canft not reach, at kail tate ayme : 
He thaiof purpofe looks belide the mark. 
Might as well hood-wint'i fhoot, or in the dark. 



8. The Church. 

LASTLY, confider where the Church doth (land. 
As near unto the middle as may be : 
God in his fervice chiefly doth command. 
Above all other things Ancerity. 

Lines drawn from fide to flde within a round. 
Not meeting in the centre, fhort are found. 

Religion mull not fide with any thing 

That fwervcs from God, or elfe withdraws from him; 

He that a welcome facrifice would bring, 

Mufi fetch it frt>m the bottom, not the brim. 
A facrcd temple of the Holy Ghofl 
Each pan of man moft be, but his heart moft. 

Hypocrilie in Church is Alchymie, 
That calb a golden tinflure upon brofle : 
There is no eflenee in it: 'tis a lye. 
Though fairly flamp't, for truth it often paf) : 

Only the fpiiits aqua rigia doth 

Difcover tt to be but painted froth. 
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9. The Church- porch. 

Now, e're thou pafleft flirther, fit thee down 
In the ChuTch-porch, and tbiak what thou 
haft Teen ; 
Let due confideration cither crown. 
Or crufh, thy former purpoles. Between 
Raflt undertakings, and firm refoluiions, 
Dependi the flrength, or weaknefte, of conclnfiont- 

Trace thy fteps backward in thy memory : 
And lirft refolvc of, what thou heardeft kft. 
Sincerity; It biota the hiftory 
Of all religious actions, and doth blaft 

The comfort of them, when in them God fees 

Nothing but out-fidea of formalities. 

In eameft be religious, trifle not; 

And rather for Gods fake, than for thine own : 

Thou haft rob'd him, unlefle that he have got 

By giving, if his glory be not grown 

Together with thy good : who feeketh more 
Himfelf than God, would make his roof his floorc. 

Next to fincerity, remember ftUl, 

Thou muft refolve upon Integrity. 

God will have all thou hall, thy mind, thy will. 

Thy thoughts, thy words, thy works. A nullity 
It proves, when God, that fhould have all, doth find 
That there is any one thing left behinde. 
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And having gjv'n him all, thou mull receive 
All that he ^ves. Afete his commandment : 
Refolve that thine obedience mull not leave. 
Until it reach unto the fame extent. 

For all hb precepts are of equal ftrength. 
And medure ihy performance to the length : 

Then call to mind that conftancy mull knit 
Thine undertakings and thine actions U& : 
He that fets forth tow'rds heaven, and doth lit 
Down by the way, will be found ftiort at laft. 
Be conftant to the end, and thou Ihalt have 
A heavenly garland, though an earthly grave. 

But he that would be conAant, muft not take 
Relig^n up by fits, and Harts alone ; 
But his continual practice mull it make : 
His courfe muft be from end to end but one. 

Bones often broken, and knit up ag^n, 

Lofe of their length, though in their ftrength they 
[pin. 
Loftly, remember that Humility 
Mull fohdate, and keep all clofe together. 
What pride puSs up with vain fratility. 
Lyes open and expoPd to all ill weather. 

An empty bubble may fair colours carry ; 

But blow upon it, and it will not tarry. 

Prize not thine own too high, nor under-rate 

Anothers worth ; but deal indifiercntly : 

View the defefts of thy fpiritual ftate. 

And others graces, with impartial eye. 

The more thou deemeft of thyfelf, the leflc 
Eft^m of thee will all men elfe expiciTe. , 
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Contrafl thy leJTon now, and this is juft I 

The fumofiill. He that ddires to Tee | 

The (mx of God, in his rdipon muft | 
Sincere, entire, confUnt, and humble be. 

If thus rcfolved, fear not to proceed : ! 

Elfe the more hafte thou mak'ft, the woric thoo'It ! 

fpeed. I 



lo. Church-Uteniils. 

BETWIXT two dang'rous rocks, Pro&neneiTe on 
Th' one fide, on th' other SuperfliCioD, 

HowlbaUIfaUfecure? 

Lord, be my fleerf-man, hold my helm. 

And then though windes with waves orewhehn 

My lailes, I will endure 

It patiently. The bottom of the Sea 

Is fafe enough, if thou dhx& the way. 

I'll tugge my tacklii^ then, I'le ply mine oara. 
And cry a figge for fear. He that adores 
The gjddy muldtude 
So much, as to defpife my rhymes, 
Becaufe they tune not to the times, 
I wilh may not btnide 
His pre(ence here. But ihey (and that's enough} 
Who love Gods houfe, will like his houlhold ftufie. 
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II. The Font. 

THE Font, I fay. Why not? And why not near 
To the Church door? Why not of ftone ? 
Is not that blefied fountain opcn'd here. 

From whence that water flows alone. 
Which from An and uncleanneflc waflieth clear ? 

And may not beggars well contented be 
Their firfl alms ac the door to take ? 

Though, when acquainted better, they may fee 
Others within that bolder make. 

Low places will fcrve guefts of low degree. 

What? Is he not the rock, out of whofe fide 
Thofe ftreams of water-blood run forth ? 

Th' cleft and precious corner-ftone well try'd ? 

Though the odds be great between their worth. 

Rock-water and Aone velTels are ally'd. 

But call it what, and place it where you will : 

Let it be made indifierently 
Of any form, or matter; yet, imtill 

The blcflcd Sacrament thereby 
Impaired be, my hopes you {hall not kill. 

To want a complement of comlinefle 

Some of my comfort may abate. 
And for the prefent make my joy go leffe : 

Yet I will hugge mine homely ftate. 
And povcf tie with patience richly drefie. 

, .Google 
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Regeneration is all in all, 

Wafliing, or fprinltling, but the fign. 
The icalc, and inlbument thereof; I call 

The one, a* well a^ ih' other mine. 
And my pofterity'a, as fbederal. 

If temporal ellates may be convey'd. 

By cov'nants on condition. 
To men, and to their heira ; be not afiratd. 

My Ibule, to reft upon 
The covenant of grace by mercy made. 

Do but thy duty, and rely upon't. 
Repentance, iaith, obedience. 

When ever praftiPd truly, will amount 
To an authentick evidence. 

Though th' deed were antidited at the Font. 



12. The reading- Pue. 

HERE my new enter'd foul doth firft break fall. 
Here feafoneth her in&ni tafte. 
And at her mother-nurie, the Churches duggs 

With lab'ring lips and tongue Ihe tuggs. 
For that lincere milk, which alone doth feed 

Babes new born of immortal feed: 
Who, that' they may unto perfeftion grow, 
Muft be content to creep before they go. 

They, that would reading out of Church exclude. 

Sure have a purpofe to obtrude 
Some didUics of their own, inftead of Gods 

Revealed will, his word. Tis odds. 
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They do not mean to pay men currant coyn. 

Who feek the lUndard to purloyn. 
And ^ould reduce all tiyals to their own. 
Both touch-fionea, baUancea, and weights, alone. 

What reafonable man would not miTdoubt 

Thofe comments, that the text leaves out ? 

And that their main intent is alteration. 
Who doai fo much on variation. 

That no fet formes at all they can endure 
To be prefcrib'd, or put in urei 

Rejecting bounds and limits is the way. 

If not all wafle, yet common all to lay. 

But why fhould he, that thinks tumielf well grown. 

Be dtfcontent that fuch a one. 
As knows himfelf an in&nt yet, Ihould be 

Dandled upon hia mothers knee. 
And babe-like fed with milk, till he have got 

More ftrength and ftomach ? Why fhould not 
Nurllings in Church, v> well at weanlings, find 
Their food fit for them in their proper kinde. 

Let them that would build caftlei in the air. 
Vault thither, without ilep or ftair; 

Inftead of feet to climbe, take wings to file. 
And think their turrets top the fkie. 

But let me lay all my foundacions deep. 
And learn, before I run, to creep. 

Who digs through rocks to lay his ground-works low. 

May in good time build high, md fure, though flow. 

To take degrees, ptr faltum, thongh of quick 
Difpatch, is but a truants trick. i^looi-Ic 
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Let ui leam firft to know our letiers well. 

Then fyllableg, then words to fpell ; 
Then to read plainly, c're wc taic the pen 

In hand to write to other men. 
I doubt their preaching is not alwajes troc, 
Whofe way to th' Pulpit's not the reading Pue. 



13. The Book of Common Prayer. 

WHAT Pray'r by th' book ? and Common > 
Yes. Why not? 
The fpirit of grace. 
And fupplicationt 
la not left free alone 

For time and place j 
But manner too. To read, or fpeak by rott. 
Is all alike to him that prayes 
With's heart, that with his mouth he fayes. 

They that in private by themlelves alone 
Do pray, may take 
What liberty they plcafc. 
In choofing of the wayes. 
Wherein to make 
Their fouls moft intimate a^ftions known 
To him that fees in fecret, when 
Th' are moft conccal'd from other men. 

But he, that unto others leads the 'vtxf 

In publick pray'rt . , 
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Sbould choofe to do it fo. 
As aJI, chat hear, may know 
They need not fear 
To tune their hearts unto his tongue, and fay 
Amen; nor doubt they were betray'd 
To b]afphcme> when they Ihould have pray'd. 

Devodon will adde life unto the letter. 
And why Ihould not 
That, which Authority 
Prefcribes, efteemed be 
Advantage got ? 
If th' Pray'r be good^ the commoner, the better. 
Pray'r in the Churches words, as well 
As fenfe, of all pr^'rs bears the bell. 



14. The Bible. 



THEBible?That'stheBooL The Boot indeed. 
The Book of Boob; 
On which who looks. 
As he Ihould do, aright, fhsill never need 
Wiih for a better light 
To guide him ia the night ; 

Or, when he hungry is, for better food 
To feed upon. 
Than this alone. 
If he bring ftotnach and digeftion good : 
And if he be amifle. 
This the bell phyficfc is. 
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The true Panchrdlon 'oa for cv'iy fore 
And Jicknefle, which 
The poore, and rich 
With eqaal eale may come by. Yea, 'm more. 
An antidote, as well 
As remedie 'gainft hell. 

'TIS hdven in pcripefUve. and the blil& 
Of glory here. 
If any where. 
By Saints on earth anticipated u, 

Whilft faith to ev'ry word 
A being doth aSbrd. 

It is the Looking-gkJTe of fouls, wherein 
All men may fee. 
Whether they be 
Still, as by nature th' are, defbrm'd with fin ; 
Or in a better cafe. 
As new adom'd with grace. 

Tis the great Magazine of fpiritual arms. 
Wherein doth lye 
Th' artiUerie 
Of heaven ready charg'd againft all haimes. 
That might come by the blowcs 
Of our infernal foes. 

God's Cabinet of reveal'd counfcl 'tis : 
Where weal and woe 
Are ordcr'd (o. 

That every man may know which Jhall be his ; 

Unleflb his own miftake 
Falfe application make. 

, , .Google 
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It is the ladez to Etcmitie. 

He cannot miile 
Ofendldiblifle, 
That takes thb chart to fteer his voy^ by. 
Nor can he be miflook. 
That Ipcaketh by this Bool:. 

A Book, to which no Book may be compar'd 
For excellence ; 
Preeminence 
Is proper to it, and cannot be ihar'd. 
Divinitie alone 
Belong? CO it, or none. 

It b the Book of God. What if I fliould 
Say, God of Books? 
Let him that looks 
AngT}! at that expceffion, as too bold. 

His thoughts in filenee fmother. 
Till he finds fueh another. 



5. The Pulpit. 



'f I MS dinner time : and now I look 
X. For a ttill meal. God fend me a good cook: 
This is the dreiTer-bord, and here 
I wait in expeflation of good chear, 

Vat fure the Mailer of the houfe 
Enough to entertain his gucfts allows : 
And not enough of fome one fort alone. 
Bat choice of wliat beft fitath ev'ry one. 
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God grant me taAe and Aonuch good : 
My feeding will diverfifie my food ; 

Tis a good appetite to eat. 
And good digeltion, that makes good meat. 

The bell food in itfelf wUl be. 
Not fed on well, poyfon, not Ibod, to me. 
Ijet him that fpeaks look to his words ; my eare 
Muft carefiil be, both what and how I hear. 

'Tb Manaa that I look for here. 
The bread of heaven, Angels food. I fear 

No want of plenty, where I know 
The loaves by eating, more and greater, grow ; 

Where nothing but forbearance makes 
A &mine ; where he only wants, that takes 
Not what he will ; provided that he would 
Take nothing to himfelf, but what he fliould. 

Here the fame fountain powreth forth 
Water, wine, milk, oyl, honey, and the worth 

Of all iranfcendent, inHnite 
In excellence, and to each appetite 

In fitneOe anfwerable ; fo 
That none needs hence unfatbfied go, 
Whole ftomach ferves him unto any thing, 
That health, ftrengch, comfort, or content can bri 

Yea, dead men here invited are 
Unto the bread of life, and whilft they fpare 

To come and take it, they mufl blame 
Themfelves, if they continue fti!l the fame. 

The body's fed by food, which it 
AflimilaEes, and to it felf doth lit : 
But, that the foul may feed, itfelf muft be 
Transformed to the word, with it agree. 
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To milk the ftrongell men mull be 
As new born babes, when ever they it fee, 

Defiring, not defpifing it. 
For flrong meat babes mull fby, and ftrive to lit 

Themfeives in time, until they can 
Get by degrees (which bell befeem a man) 
Experience, exercifcd fenfes, able 
Good to difcetne from evil, truth from fable. 

Here I will watt then ; till I fee 
The fteward reaching out a mefs for me : 

Refolve I'll take it thankfully. 
What e'er it be, and feed on't heartily. 

Although no Benjamins choice mefle. 
Five times as much as others, but far lefs ; 
Yea, if it be but a bafket fiill of crums, 
I'll blclle the hand, from which, by which, it comes. 

Like an invited guefl, I will 
Be bold, but mannerly withal], fie Itill 

And fee what th' Mailer of the feaft 
Will carve unto me. and account chat bell 

Which he doth ehoofe for me, not I 
My felf defire : yea, though I fliould efpy 
Some feult in th' dreffing, in the difliing, or 
The placing, yet I will not it abhor. 

So that the meat be wholefom, though 
The fawce Dull not be toothfome, I'll not ga 

Empty away, and flarve my Ibul, 
To feed my fbolilh phancy ; but controule 

My appetite to dainty things. 
Which ofi inAead of flrength difeafes brings : 
But, if my Pulpit-hopes Jhall all prove vain, , 
I'll back unto the reading Pue agdh. " ' •-'■ 
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1 6. The Communion Table. 

HERE ftands my banquet ready, the laft comic. 
And bell proviliou, 
That I muft feed upon. 
Till death my foul and body IhaJl divorce. 

And that I am 
Call'd to the marriage-fupper of the Lamb. 

Some call't the Altar, fome the holy Table. 
The name I ftick not at. 
Whether'! be this, or that, 

I care not much, fo that I may be able 
Truly to know 

Both why it is, and may be called fo. 

And for the matter whereof it is made. 

The matter is not much, 

Althongh it be of tuch. 
Or wood, or mettal, what will laft, or lade ; 

So vanitie 
And fuperlUtion avoided be. 

Nor would it trouble me to fee It found 
Of any bftiion. 
That can be thought upon. 

Square, oval, many-angled, long, or round : 
If clofe it be. 

Fist, open, moveable, all's one to me. 
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And yel; methinks, at a Communion 
In unifoTinity 
There's greateft decency. 
And ihat which maketh moll for union : 

But needleTsly 
To vaiy, tend) to the breach of charity. 

Yet, rather than I'll gi«, / will not take 
Oficncc if it be given. 
So that / be not driven 

To thwart auchoritie, a partie make 
1 For fa^on. 

Or fide, but feemingly, in th' afUon. 

At a Communion I wilh I might 

Have no caufe to fufpefl 
Any, the kaft, defeft 

Of unity and peace, either in fight 
Apparently, 

Or in mens hearts concealed fe:retly. 

That, which ordaified is to make men one. 
More than before they were. 
Should not it felf appear. 

Though but appcarc, diftinftly divers. None 
Too much can fee 

Of what, when moft, yet but enough can be. 

If othen will dillent, and vary, who 
Can help iti If I may. 
As haih been done alway. 

By ch' bed, and moft ; I will my felf do fo. 
Of one accord 
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17. Communion Plate. 

NEVER wu gold, or filver, graced thus 
Before. 
To l»ing this body, and thb blood, to as 
Is more. 
Then to crowa Kings, 
Or be made rings. 
For Ibr-like diamonds to glitter in. 

No predous ftones arc meet to match this bread 

Divine. 
Spirits of pearlfs dii&lved woald but dead 
This wine. 
This heav'nij' food 
Is too too gpod 
To be compar*d to any earthly thing. 

For fuch ineftimable treafKre can 

There bft 
Veflels too coftly made by any man! 

That knows the meat 
So good to eat. 
Would wiih to fee it richly ferved in. 

Although 'tb true^ that fanftitie's not ly'd 
To fflate. 

Yet fure religion fhonid not be cQvy'd 

Theiate 

Of meaner worth, ' 



THE STNAGOGUE. 28 

To be fet forth 
As bell becomes the fervice of a King. 

A King, unto whofe croiTe ail Kings malt vail 

Their crownj. 
And at his beck in their full courfe ftrilte fail : 
Whole frowns 
And fmilcs give date 
Unto their iate. 
And doom ihem, either unto weale, or woe, 

A Kjag, whole will is jufticc : and whofe word 

And wifdom both. A King, whom to afford 
An howV 
Of fervice iruly 
Perfbrm'd, and duly, 

1$ lobefpealc ecemitie of blifs. 

When fuch a King oflera to come to me 

As food. 
Shall I fuppofe his carriages can be 

Too good f 
No : Stars to gold 
Tura'd, never could 
Be rich enough, to be employed fo. 

If I might wifh, then I would have thb bread. 

This wine, 
Veflel'd in what the Sun might blufh to flied 
Hb fliine. 
When he fliould fee : 
But, till that be, 
I'll reft contented with it, as it is. 
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i8. Church-officers. 

STAY. Officer* in Church? Talic heed : it i 
A tender matter to be touch't. 
If I chance to fay vaj thing amifs. 

Which a not fit to be avooch't, 
I muft expcA whole fwanna of wafpes to fling mi 
Few, or no bees, honey or wax, to bring me. 

Some would have none in Church do any thing 

As Officers, but gifted men ; 
Others into the number more would bring. 

Than I fee warrant for : So then. 
All that I Jay, 'tis like, will cenfur'd be. 
Through prejudice, or partial! tie. 

But 'tis no matter; if men cenfure me. 
They but my fellow fervants are : 

Our Lord allows us alt like libertie. 

I write, mine own thoughts to declare. 

Not to pleafe men : and, if I difpleafc any, 

I will not care, lb they be of the Many. 



19. The Sexton. 

THE Churches key-keeper opens the door. 
And Ihucs it, fweeps the floor, 
Rings bells, digs gravel, and fills them up again; 

Ail Emblemcs unto men. 
Openly owning Chriftianitie, 
To marke, and learn many good leiTon* by. 
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O thou that haft the key of David, who 

Open'ft and fliutteft fo, 
■ That none can ihut, or open after thee, 

VouchTafe thyfdf to be 
Our fouls door-keeper, by thy bleJTed Ipjrit : 
The lock and key's thy mercy, not our merit. 

Clcanfc thou our liu-foyl'd Ibules from th'djrt and duft 

Of ev'ry noyfomc luft. 
Brought in by the feule feet of our afieflions : 

The bedbme of affliftions. 
With th* bleffing of thy fpirit added to it. 
If thou be pleaf 'd to fay it iball, will do it. 

Lord, ringing changes all our bells hath marr'd. 
Jangled they have, and jarr'd 

So long, they're out of tune, and out of frame. 
They feem not now the fame. 

Put them in frame anew, and once be^ 

To tune them fo, that they chime all in. 

Let all our fins be bury'd in thy grave. 

No longer rant and rave. 
As they haye done, to our eternal Ihame, 

And th' fcacdal of thy name. 
Let's as door-keepers in thine houfe attend. 
Rather than th' throne of wickednefs afcend. 
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20. The CIcark. 

THE Churches Bible-Clcarlc attends 
Her Uten&ls, and ends 
Her prayers with Amen ; 
Tunes Pialnu, and Co the Sacraments 
Brings in the Elements, 
And takes them out a^do ; 
Is humble-minded, and induftrious handed. 
Doth nothing of himfelf, but as commaQded. 

AH that the veffels of the Lord 
Do bear with one accord 

Mud ftudy to be pure. 
As they are : if his holy eye 

Do any fpot cfpy. 

He cannot it endure ; 
But mofi ezpefleth to be fanflifi'd 
In thole come nearelt him, and glcwifi'd. 

Pfalms then are alwayes tuned beft. 
When there is moft eipreft 
The holy penmans heart : 
All Mufick 13 but difcord, where 
That wants, or doth not bear 
The firft and chiefcft part. 
Voices, without affections infwerable. 
When beft, to God are moft abominable. 

Though in the blcfled Sacraments 
The oQtward Elements 
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Are but u buflu and IhelU ; 
Yet he that knows the kernels worth. 
If even thofe lend forth 
Some Aromatick fmels, 
Will not efteem it wafte, left, Judaa-lifee, 
Through Maries fide he Chrift himfelf flionld ftrike. 

Lord, withoDt whom we cannot tell 

How to fpeak or think, well. 

Lend us thy helping hand. 

That what we do may pleafing be. 

Not to ourfelves but thee. 

And anfwer thy command : 

So that, not we alone, but thou m^ft fay 

Amen to all our pra/n, pray'd the right way. 



2 1 . The Overfeer of the Poor. 

THE Churches Almoner takes care, that none 
In their necefllty 
Shall unprovided be 
Ofmaint'nancc, or imploymentj thofe alone. 
Whom careleffe idlenefs. 
Or riotous exceffe, 
Condemncs to needlefle want, he leaves to be 
Challen'd a while by their own povertie. 

Thou, gracious Lord, rich in thy felf, doft ^ve 
To all men lib'raUy, 
Upbraiding none. Thine eye 

Is open upon aU. In thee we live. 
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We move, and have oar being : 
But there is more than feeing. 

For th' poor with thee : they are (bj fpecial cbai^ ; 

To them thou dofl thine heart and band enlaigc 

Four forts of poor there are, with whom thou deal'ft. 

Though alwayes diff'rently. 

With fuch indiff'rency. 
That none hath reafon to complain : thou heal'ft 

All thofe whom thou doft wound: 

If there be any found 
Hurt by themfelves, thou leav*!! them to endure 
The pain, till th' pain render them fit for cure. 

Some in the world are poor, but rich in ^th: 

Their outward poverty 

A plentiful fupply 
Of inward comforts and contentments hath- 

And their eftate u bleft. 

In this above the reft. 
It was thy choyce, whilft thou on earth did'ft ftay. 
And had'lt not whereupon thy head to lay. 

Some poor in fpirit in the world are rich. 

Although not many fuch : 

And no man needs to grutch 
Their happinefle, who to maintain that pitch. 

Have an hard uSk. in hand. 

Not eaf 'ly can withftand. 
The ftrong temptations that attend on riches : 
Mountains are moreexpof'd to ftormes than ditches. 

Some rich in th' world are fp'ritually poor. 
And deftitute of grace. 
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Who may perchance have place 
In the Church upon earth j but heavciu door 
' Too narrow ia t' admit 

Such camels in at it. 
Till they fell all they have, that field v> bay. 
Wherein the true treafure doth hidden ly. 

Some fpiritually poor, and deftltate 

Of grace in th' world are poor. 
Begging from door to door, 

Accurfed both in God« and mans repute. 
Till by their miicriea 
Tutor'd they learn to prize 

Hungering and thirfting after rightcoafnefle, 

Whilft they're on earth, thdr greateft happtnefle. 

Lord, make me poor in fpirit, and relieve 
Me how thou wilt thyfelf. 
No want of worldly pelf 

Shall make me difcontented, fret and grieve. 
I know thine almes are belt : 
But, above all the reft, 

Condemne me not unto the hell of riches. 

Without thy grace to countercharme the witches. 



22. The Church-warden. 

THE Churches guardian takes care to keep 
Her buildings alwaycs in repaire, 
Unwilling that any decay fliould creep 
On them, before he is aware. 
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Nothing delac'd, ! 

Nothing difplac'd 
He likea ; but moft doth long and love to fee 
The living ftones order*d as they fliould be. 

liord, thou not only fuper-viTor art 

Of all our worka. but in all thole. 

Which we dare own, thine is the chiefeft part ; 

For there is none of us, chat knows 

How to do well ; 

Nor can we tell 

What we Ihould doe, unlefle by thee dircfted : 

It profpers not that's by our felves projected. 

That which we think our felves to mend, wc marrc, 

And often make it tcnne times worfe : 
Reforming of religion by warre 

Is th' chymlck bjelling of a curfe. 
Great odds tc Is 
That we fliall miffe 
Of what we looked for : Thxnc ends cannot 
By any but By thine own means be got. 

'Tis Itrange we fo much dote upon our own 

Deformitic, and others fcorne; 
As if our felvea were beautiful alone ; 

When thai which did us moll adorne 
We purpofejy 
Choofe to lay by. 
Such decency and order, as did place u» 
In high'H efleem, and guard as well as grace us. 

Is not thy daughter glorious within. 

When doach'din needle-work without? 
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Or b't not rather both their fliame and fin, 
That change her robe into a clout, 
. Too narrow, and 
Too thin, to ftand 
Her need in anj' Head, much leJTe to be 
An onuntent £t for her h%h d^ree. 

Take pitty on her. Lord, and heal her breaches ; 

. Cloach all her enemies with fliame : 
All the defpight that's done unto her reaches 
To the diflionour of thy name. 
Make all her foa* 
Rich precious ftones. 
To ihine each of them in his proper place. 
Receiving of thy fiilnelTe grace for grace. 



23. The Deacon. 



THE Deacon! That's the Minifter. 
True, taken gen'rally ; 
And without any finifter 

Intent, ufd fpecially, 
Hee's purpofely ordain'd to Minifter, 
In lacTcd things, t' another officer. 

At whofe appointment, in whofe Head, 
He doth what he Ihould do. 
In fome things, not in all : is led 
By law, and cuftom too. 
Where that doth neither bid, nor forbid, he 
Thinks thb fuffident authority : 
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Lovea not to vary, when he fees 

No gteac neceflitie ; 
To what* s comnundecl he agrees. 
With all humilitie ; 
Kncnring htm highly God fubmifllon prizes, 
PleaT'd with obedience more than facriEcea. 

Lord, thoo did'ft of thy felf proicfie 

Thou waft as one that lerv*d> 
And freely chofeft to go leffc. 

Though none lb much ddcrv'd. 
With what face can we then refuTe to be 
Entred thy fcrvants in a low degree ? 

Thy way to exaltation 

Was by humilitie ; 
Bat we, proud gcncradon. 

No difference of degree 
In holy orders will allow, nay more. 
All holy orden would turn out of door. 

But, if thy precept cannot doe't. 

To malie us humbly ferve. 
Nor thy example added to't. 

If ftill from both we fwervc. 
Let none of us proceed, till he can tell. 
Mow t* ulc the office of a Deacon well. 

Which by the bleffiog of thy fpirit. 

Whom thou haft left to be 
Thy vicar here, we may inhent. 

And miniiler to thee. 
Though not fo well as thou may'ft well ezpc£l. 
Yet fo, as thou wilt pleafed be c' accept. 



THE SrN^GOGVE. 



24. The Prieft. 

THE Prieft, I lay, the Preftytcr, I mean. 
As now>adays hec's call'd 
By many men : but I chooTe to retain 

The name wherewitli inltal'd 
He was at firft in oor own mottkcr tongue : 
And doing fo, I hope, I do no wrong. 

The Prieft, I fay, 's a middle Officer, 
Between (he Bifhop and 

The Deacon ; as a middle officer. 

Which in the Chorch doth ftand 

Between God and the people, ready preft 

In the behalf of both to do his belL 

From him to chem oSers the promifcs 

Of mercy which he makes ; 

For them to him doth all their &ults confeJIe, 
Their pray'rs and praifes takes j 

And ofiirs for them, at the throne of grace. 

Contentedly attending his oWn place. 

The word and facramencs, the means of grace. 
He duly doth difpenfe. 

The flourifiies of Mebood to dc&ce. 

With truths clear evidence ; 

And fins ufurped tyranny fupprefle. 

By odvancmg nghteoufnc^e, and holinel^ 

The publick cenfures of the Church he fees 
To execution brought : 
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But nothing nUhly of himfelf decrees, 1 

Nor covets to be thought 
Wifer than his fuperiours ; wliom alwaycs 
He aftively, or paflively obeys. 

Lord Jeftu, thou the MediRtour art 

Of the new Teftament, 
And fiilly did'ft perform thy double part 

Of God and man, when lent 
To reconcile the world, and to actonc 
'Twizc it and heaven, of two maJdng one. 

Yea, after the order of Melchifedeck, 

Thou art a Prieft for ever. 
With perfea righteoufnefs thyfelf do'ft deck. 

Such as dccayeth never. 
like to thy felf make all thy Pricfts on earth, 
Blefl''d Others to thy fons of th* fecond birth. 

Thou cam'ft to do the will of him that fent thee. 

And didft his honour feck 
More than thine own : well may it then repent thee. 

Being thy felf fo meek. 
To have admitted them into the place 
Of fons, that feck their iathers to difgrace. 

Lord, grant that the abafe may be re&rm*d. 

Before it mine bring 
Upon thy poor defpifed Church, transform'd 

As if it were no fuch thing : 
Thou that the God of order art, and peace. 
Make curTd confiiiion and contention ceafe. 
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25. The Bifhop. 

'' I *HE Bilhop ? Yes, why not i What doth that 

Import that is unlawful, or unfit? 
To fay the Overieer b the fame 
In fubftance, and no hurt, I hope, in it: 
But fure if men did not defpile the thing, 
Such fcom upon the name they would not fling. 

Some Priefe, fome Prefbyters, I mean, would be 

Eabh Overieer of his fev'rall cure ; 

But one fuperiour, to overfee 

Them all together, they will not endure : 
Thia the maine diff'rence is, that I can fee, 
Billiops they would not have, but they would be. 

Bat who can fliow of old that ever any 
Prefbyteries without their Bilhops were: 
Though Bilhops without Prelbyteries many. 
At firft muft needs be, almoll every where? 
That Prefbyttra from Bifhops firft arofc, 
T' aJBft them, 's probable, not thefe from thofe. 

However, a true Bilhop I efteem 
The higheft officer the Church on earth 
Can have, as proper to it felf, and deem 
A Church without one an imperfeft birth. 
If conftituted fo at firft, and maimed. 
If whom it had, it afterwards difclalme^ ^^,^,1^, 
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All order firft from nnide iriieth. 
And th' elTeiice of it is fubordintuion : 
Who ever this coniemnes, and that defpileth, 
Ma]r talk of, but intends not, reformation. 
'T\» not of God, of nature, or of Ut, 
T' afcribe to all what's proper to one part. 

To nile and to be ruled are diftiita. 
And fev'rall duti«, fcv'rallj' belong 
To fev'ral perfons, can no more be link't 
In all together, than amidfl the throng 
Of mde unruly paiEons, in the heart, 
Rcalbn can fee to t&. her foverdgne part. 

But B good Bifhop, as a tender father. 
Doth teach and rule the Church, and u obey'd; 
And rev'renc'd by it, fo much the rather. 
By how much he delight more to lead 
All by his own example in the way. 
Than punilh any, when they go aftray. 

Lord, thou the BiJhop, and chief Shepherd, art 
Of all that floci, which thou haft purchafcd 
With thine own blood : to them thoa do'ft impon 
The benefits which thou haft merited. 

Teaching, and ruling, by thy bleiTcd fjurit. 
Their fouls in grace, til glory they inherit : 

The ftan which thou doft hold in thy right hand, 

The Angels of the Churches, Lord, dire£l 

Clearly thy holy will to underftand. 

And do accordingly : Let no defeft 

Nor &iilt, no not in our New Prelaticks, 
Provoke thee to remove our candle-fticks ; 
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But, let thy Urim and thy Tbammim be 
Ganneuts of praife t' adome thine holy ones : 
Light and perfeftion let all men fee 
Brightl7 Ihine fbnh id thole rich predoiu ftooes ; 

Of whom thou wilt make a ibuodation. 

To Taife thy new Hierufalem upon. 

And, at the brightnefle of its riling, let 

All nations with thf people ftiout for joy: 

Salvation for waJls and bulwaris fet 

About it, that nothing may it annoy. 
Then the whole world thy diocefle ftiaU be. 
And Bilhopa ail but Sufira^uis to Thee. 



26. Church Feftivals. 

MARROW of time, Etemitie in brief 
Compendium! Epitomiz'd, the chief 
Contents the Indices the Title-pages 
Of all paft, prelent, and fucceeding ages. 
Sublimate graces, antidated glories. 
The cream of holineUe, 

The inventories 
Of future blelTedneJte, 
The Florilegia of celelUal ftorie*. 
Spirits of joyes, the relifhes and clofes 
Of Ai^ls mufick, pearls dilToIved, roles 
Perfiuncd, fugat'd honey-combs, delights 
Never too highly priz'd. 

The marriage rite*. 
Which duly folemiuz'd 
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UJber dpouJed fouls to bridal nights. 
Gilded fuD-bcams, refined Elixirs, 
And quintelTential extrads of ftars : 
Who lovej not yon, doth but in vdn profefs 
That he laves God, or heaven, or happinefs. 



27. The Sabbath, or Lords Day. 

HAILE VaUe 

Holy WhoUy 

King of dayea. To thy praife. 

The Emperour, For evermore 

Or univerfal [weeks Mull the reherTd 

Monarch of time, the Of all, that honour leeb. 

Perpetual Dtffattour. Under the worldj creator. 

Thy My 

Beauty Duty 

Far exceeds Yet muft needs 

The reach of art. Yield thee mine heart. 

To blazon fully ; And that not dully : 

And I thy light eclipfe. Spirits of fouls, not lips 
Whenlmofillrivetoraife Alone, are fit to praiTe 
[thee. [thee. 

What That 

Nothing Slow thing 

Elfe can be. Time by thee 

Thou only art ; Hath got the Ibrt, 

Th' extracted fpirit And doth inherit 

Of all Etcmitie, That immortalilie 

By Isvour autidated. Which fin anticipated. 
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O 

That I 
Conld hy by 

This body fo, 
. That my (q\A might be 
Incorporate with thee. 
And no more to Jiz daies owe. 



28. The Annunciation, or Lady- 
Day. 

UNTO the mufict of the fpeares 
Let men, and Angels, joyn in concert theirs. 
So great a meflenger 
From heaven to earth 
Is leldom feen, 
Attir'd in fo much glory ; 
A meSage welcomer. 

Fraught with more mirth. 
Hath never been 
Subjefl of any ftory : 
This by a double right, if any may 

Be truly ftil'd the worlds birth-day. 

The making of the world ne'er coft 

So dear, by much, aa to redeem il loft. 

. God faid but. Let it be. 

And ev'ry thing 

Was made ftraightway. 

So as he faw it good : 
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But t're that he could lee 
A courle to bring 
Mao gone a&rxj 
To ibe place where he flood. 
His wifdom with his mercy, for mam lake, 
Againlt hi3 juflice part did tate. 

And the rdhlt was this ixft news 
Able the mellenger himlelf t* amafe. 
As well as her, to whom 
B7 him 'twas told. 
That though Ihe were 
A Virgin pure, and knew 
No man, yet in her womb 
A Ton (he fliould 
Conceive and bear, 
As fure aa God was true. 
Such high place in hia favour Jhe polTel&d, 
Being among all women blefled. 

But bleft efpectally in thu. 
That ihe beleev'd, and for eternal blifle 
Reli'd on him, whom fbe 
Herfelffhould bear. 
And her own fon 
Took tor her Saviour. 
And if there any be. 
That when they hear. 
As fhe had done. 
Suit their behaviour. 
They may be blefied, as Ihe was, and fay, 
"Tis their Annunciation-day. 
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29. The Nativity, or Chriftmas- 
Day. 

UNFOLD thy &ce, unnulk thy ny. 
Shine forth bright fun, double the day. 

Let no malignant milly fume, 

Nor ft)ggy vapour, once prefume 

To interpofe thy perfefl light 

This day, which makes ua love thy light 

For ever better, th»t we could 

That bleflcd objcft once behold. 

Which ia both the circumference. 

And center of all excellence : 

Or rather neither, but a treafure 

Uneonfined without meafure, 

Whofe center, and circumference. 

Including all prehenunencc, 

Excluding nothing but defefl. 

And infinite in each refpefl. 

Is equally both here and there. 

And now, and then, and ev'ry where. 

And alwayea, one, himTelf, the fame, 

A being far above a name. 

Draw nearer then, and freely powre 

Forth all thy light into that houre. 

Which wa» crowned with his birth. 

And made heaven envy earth. 

Let not his birih-day clowded be. 
By whom thou Jhineft, and we fee. 

,, .Coojlc 
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30. The Circumcifion, or Ncw- 
Ycars Day. 

SORROW betide my fins ! Muft fmart fo roon 
Snzc on my Saviours tender flelK fcarce grown 
Unto an eighth daies age f 
Can nothing eUe aflwagc 
The wrath of heaven, but his inbnt-blood. 
Innocent In&nt, infinitely good ! 

Is this thy welcome to the world great God ! 
No fooner born, but fubjefl to the rod 

Of fin-ineenfed wrath i 

Alas, what pleafure hath 
Thy Patheres juftice to begin thy paJEon, 
Almoft Hither with thine incarnation i 

Is it to antidate thy death ? T' indite 
Thy condemnation himfelf, and write 

The copy with thy blood. 

Since notliing is fo good. 
Or, is't by this experiment to try. 
Whether thou l>eeft bora mortal, and canft dye ! 

If man muft needs draw blood of God, yet why 
Stayes he not till thy time be come to dye ? 

Did'll thou thus early bleed 

For us to Ihew what need 
We have to haften unto thee as &ft ; 
Aud learn that all the time is loft chat's paft ? 
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'Tis true we Ihould do fo : Yet in this blood 
There'a Ibmething eUe, that muft be underftood ; 

It feales thy covenant. 

That To we may not wont 
WitnelTe enough againft thee, that thou art 
Made fnbjefl to the Law, to aA our port. 

The facnunent of thy r^neration 
It cannot be ; It gives no intimation 

Of what thou wett, but we : 

Native impurity ; 
Original corruption, was not thine. 
But onely as thy righteoufneiTe is mine. 

In holy Bapdfm this is brought to me, 
A> that in Circumdfion was to thee : 

So that thy lofle and pain 

Do prove my joy and gain. 
Thy Circumeiiion writ chy death in Uood : 
Bapdlin in water fealcs my livelihood. 

O bleJTed change ! Yet, rightly underftood. 
That blood was water, and this water's blood. 

What fhsll I g3ve again. 

To rcoarapenfe thy pain ? 
Lord, take revenge upon me for this fmart : 
To quit thy fore-Hun, circumcife my heart. 
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31. The Epiphany, or Twelfth-day. 

GREAT, without controverfie great, 
Thtf that do know it will confefle 
The myftery of pxUineffe j 
Whereof the GoTpel doth intteat. 

God in the Befh is manifeft. 

And that which hath for ever been 
InTJfible, may now be feen, 

Th' eternal deity new dreft. 

Angela to fhepherds brotight the news : 
And Wife men, guided by a Star, 
To feek the fun, are come ham Jar : 

Gentiles have got the lUrt of Jews. 

The ftable and the manger hide 
His glory from his own ; but thefe 
Though ftrangers, hia rcfplendent rays 

Of majefty divine have fpy'd. 

Gold, frankincenfe, and myrrhe, they give ; 
And worfliipping him plainly (bow. 
That unto him they all things owe. 

By whofe free pft it is they live. 

Though clouded in a vaile of flefh. 
The fun of righteoufncfTe appears. 
Melting cold cares, and frofly tears. 

And making joyes fpring up afrefli. 
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O that his light and influence. 

Would work effeftudly in me 

Another new Epiphany, 
Exhale, and elevate me hence : 

That, aa mjr calling doth require. 
Star-like, I may to others Ihine; 
And guide them to that funne divine, 

Whofe day-light never fliall expire. 



32. The Paflion, or Good Friday. 

THIS ixj my Saviour dy'd : and do I live i 
What hath not forrow Haln me yet? 
Did the immortal God vonchlafc to pvc 

His life for mine, and do I let 
More by my wretched life, than he by his. 
So fiill of glory, and of blilTc F 

Did his free mercy, and meer love to me. 
Make him fbrlake bit glorious throne. 

And mount a crolle, the llage of infamy. 
That fo he might not dye alone ; 

But dying fufivr more through grief and Ihame, 
Than mortal men have pow'r to name i 

And can ingratitude fo far prevail. 

To keep me living flilt ? Alas \ 
Methinks fome thorne out of his crown, fome naile. 

At lealt his fpeare, might pierce, and palTe 
Thorow, and thorow, till it riev'd mine heart. 

As the right death-deferviog part. 
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And doth he not expcA it Ihould be To i 

Would he Uy down a price fo great. 
And not look that hb parehafei fhould grow 

Accordingly} Shall I defeat 
Hbjuftdeliref O no, it cannot be ; 

Hij death muft needs be death to me. 

My life's not mine, but his : for he did dye 

That I might live : yet dyed fo. 
That being dead he was alive ; and I 

Thorow the gates or death muft go 
To live with him : yea, to live by him here 

Is a part in his death to bear. 

Dye then, dull foul, and if thou canft not dye, 

DilTolve thyfdf into a Tea 
Of liraig teares, whofe ftteams may nc*r go dry, 

Nor turned be another way. 
Till they have drown'd all joyes, but thofe alone. 

Which forrow claimeth for its own. 

For forrow hath itt joyes : and I am glad 

That I would grieve, if I do not: 
But, if I neither could, nor would, be fad 

And forrowfiil, this day, my lot 
Would be to grieve for ever, with a grief 

Uncapable of all relief. 

No grief was lite that, which he gricv*d for me, 

A greater grief than can be told : 
And like my grief for him no grief ihotJd be. 

If I could grieve fo, as I would : 
But what I would, and cannot, he doth fee. 

And will accept, that dy'd for me. 



THE srNJGOGUE. J13 

Lord, as thy grief and death for me are mine. 

For thou haA ^ven tlwm unto me ; 
So tay defires to grieve and dye are thine. 

For they are wrought onely by thee. ■ 
Not Sat my fake then, but thine own, be pleated 

With that, which thou thyfelf haft raiT'd. 



33. The Refurredion, or Eafter- 



day. 



Up, and away. 
Thy Saviour's gone befbic. 
Why doft thou ftay. 

Dull foul ; behold, the door 
Is open, and lus precept bids thee rire, 
Whofc pow'r hath vanquiDi't all thine enemies. 

Say not, I live, 

Whil'ft in the grave thou ly'ft : 
He that doth give 

Thee life would have thee prize't 
More highly than to keep it bury'd, where 
Thou canft not make die fruits of it appear. 

Is Tottennelle, 

And duft fo pleafant to thee. 
That happineile. 

And heaven, cannot wooe thee. 
To Ihakc thy fliacklet off, and leave behind thee 
Thofe fetters, which to death and hell do bind thee! 

In vain thon fay'ft, 

Th' art bury'd with thy Saviour, 
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If thou delay*A, 

To lliew, by thy behaviour. 
That thou art rifen with him ; Till thou fliine 
Like him, how canft thou fay his light is thine ? 

Early he role. 

And with him brought the day. 
Which all thy fbea 

Frighted out of the way : 
And wilt thou fluggard-lilte turn in thy bed. 
Till noon-fun beama draw up thy drowfie head f 

Open thine eyes, 

Sin-feifed foul, and fee 
What cobweb-tyes 

They arc, that trammel theej 
Not profits, pleafures, honours, as thou thinkeA ; 
But loflc, pain, fliame, at which thou vainly winltefl. 

All that is good 

Thy Saviour dearly bought 
With his hearts blood ; 

And it mull there be fought. 
Where he keeps refidence, who rofe this day : 
Linger no longer then j up, and away. 



34. The Afcenfion, or Holy 
Thurfday. 



M 



OUNT, mount, my foul, and climbe, or rather 
With all thy force on high, [flye 

rofe not onely, but afcended j 
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And he miift be attended 
Both in his conquell: and Kia triumph too. 

His gloiyes ftrongly wooe 
His graces to them, and will sot appear 
In their full luftre, UDtil both be there. 

Where he now fits, not for himfelf alone, 

Bui chat upon his throne 
All his redeemed may ^ictendancs be. 

Robed, and crown'd as he. 
Kings without courtiers are lone mea, they fay ; 

And do'ft thou think to flay 
Behind on earth, whilft thy King reignes in heaven, 
Yet not be of thy happineffe bereaven ? 

Nothing that thou canft think worth having's here. 

Nothing is wanting there. 
That thou canft wiCi, to make thee truly bleft. 

And, above all the reft. 
Thy life is hid with God in Jefus Chrift. 

Higher than what is high'ft. 
O grovel then no longer here on earth. 
Where mif'ry ev'ry moment drowns thy mirth. 

But lowre, my foul, and foare above the fltyes. 
Where thy true treafure lies. 

Though with corruption, and mortality 

Thou clogg'd and pinion'd be ; 

Yet thy fleet thoughts, and fprightly wiflies, may 
Speedily glide away. 

To what thou canft not reach, at leaft afpire, 

Afcend, if not in deed, yet in delire. 
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35. Whitfunday. 

NAY, flartle not to hear that ralhing winde. 
Wherewith this place is Ihaken: 
Attend awhile, aod thou (halt quickly find. 
How much thou art nuAalcen ; 

If thou think here 
Is any caufe of tear. 

See'A thou not how on thofe twelve rcv'rend headt 
Sit cloven tongues of fire l 

And as the rumor of that wonder fpreads. 
The multitude admire 

To fee it : and 
Yet more amazed Hand 

To hear at once fo great variety 

Of language from them come. 

Of whom they dare be bold to fay they be 
Bred no where but at home. 

And never were 
In place fuch words to hear. 

Mock not, prophane defpifers of the fpjrit. 
At what's to you unknown : 

This eamefl he hath fent, who mufl inherit 
AH nations as his own : 

That they may know 
How much to him they owe. 
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fiovf that he u afcended up on high 
To hia celcfttal throne. 
And hath led captive all captivity, 

Hee'll not receive alone. 

But like wife give 
Gifts unto all that live ; 

To idl that live by him, that they may be. 
In his due time, each one. 

Partaken with him in his viftoiy. 

Nor he triumph alone ; 

But ake all his 
Unto him where he a. 

To fit them for which blefled Aaie of glory. 
This is his agent here : 

To publiJh to the world that happy ftory, 
Alwayes, and every where, 

Thb refident 
Emballadour is fent. 

Heavens leper upon earth to counter-work 
The mines that Satan made. 

And bring to light thofe enemies, that lurk 
Under fina gloomy ftiade : 

That hell may not 
Still boaA what it hath got. 

Thus Babeb curie, confulion, is retriev'd ; 

Diverfity of tongues 
By this divilion of the fp'rit reliev'd ; 

And to prevent all wrongs. 
One ftith nnitcs 

P«opIe of different rites. 
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O let his intertaJDiiient then be fuch. 
As doth him bcft befit : 

Whatever he requireth think not much 
Freely to yield him it : 

For who doih this 
Rcapet the firft-fruics of blifle. 



36. Trinity Sunday. 

GRACE, wit, and art, affift me ; for I fee 
The fubjeA of thi| dayes folemnicy 
So fu excels in north. 
That fooner may 
I drain the Tea, 
Or drive the day 
With light sway. 
Than fully fet it forth. 
Except yoa joyn all three to uke my part. 
And chiefly grace fill both my head and heart. 

Stay, bufie foul, prefume aot to enquire 
Too much of what Angels can but admire. 
And never comprehend : 

The Trinity 

In Unity, 

And Unity 

In Trinity, , 
All reafon doth tranfcend. 
God Father, Sonne God, and God holy Ghoft 
Who molt admlreth, mogni&th mpft. 
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And who moft magnifies bell underftanda. 
And beft exprefleth what the heads, and hands. 
And hearts, of all men living. 
When moft they cry 
' To glorjlie. 
And raife on high. 
Fall fhort, and lie. 
Groveling below : Mans giving 
Is but reftoring by retail, with lolTe, 
What from hb God he fitft receiv'd in groffe. 



Faith mtift perform the office of in 
And Elocution, ftnick with apprehenlion 
Of wonder filence keep. 

Not'tongucs, but eyes 

Lift to the Ikies 

In reverend ivife, 

Beft folemnize 
This day : whereof the deep 
Myfterious fubjefl lies out of the reach 
Of wit to learn, much more of art to teach. 

Then write Nin altra here j Look not for leave 
To fpeak of what thou never canft conceive 
Worthily, as thou (houldeft : 

And it fliall be 

Enough for thee, 

Ifnonebuthe 

Himfelf doth fee. 
Though thoa canft not, thou wouideft 
Make his praife glorious, who is alone 
Thrice blellcd one in three, and three in one. 



;oosic 
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37. Invitation. 

TURN in, ray Lord, turn in to me ; 
Mine hearts an homely place; 
But thou canft make corruption flee. 

And fill it with thy grace 1 
So fumiftied it win be btave. 
And a rich dwelling thou flult have. 

It was thy lodging once before. 

It builded wm by thee : 
But I to fin let ope the door. 

It render'd was by me. 
And fb thy building was defac'd. 
And in thy roome another plated. 

But he ufurps, the right is thine : 

6 difpoflefle him. Lord. 
Do thou but fay, this heart is mine. 

He's gone at the firft word. 
Thy word's thy will, thy will's thy power. 
Thy time is gdwayes; naw's mine hour. 

Now lay to fin, depart : 
AaAjftn gift me thine heart. 
Thou, that by laying. Lei it be, dtdft make it, 
Canlt, if thou wilt, by laying, Giv^t me, take tt 
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38. Comfort in Extremity. 

LAS ! my Lord is going. 



A 



_ _ - y wc ' 

It will be miDe undoing; 

If he go, 
Pll run and overiake him : 

If he (lay, 
I'll cry aloud, and make him 
Look this way. 
O ftay, my Lord, my love, 'tis I ; 
Comfort me quickly, or I dye. 

Cheer up thj droefing /pints, 

I am here. 
Mine all'/uffieient merits 

Shall appear 
Before the ihrene efglery 
Inthyftead: 
rilput into tbtpSTy 

What I did. 
Lift up thine eyes, fad foul, and fee 
Tbj Saviour here. Loe, I am be. 

Alasl fhflU I preTeot 

My finiiilneire 
To thee? thou wilt rdcnt 

The loathfomencffc. 
Be not afraid. Fll take 

Tkfjinnei on me. 
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4nd all mj favour make 

To pine en thee. 
Lord, what thoult hare me, thou muft make irie. 
Js I have made thee now, I taie thee. 



39. Refolution and Affurance. 

LORD, thoo wUt love me. Wilt thou not? 
Befhrew that not : 
It was my fin begot 
That queftion firft : Yes, Lord, thou wilt : 

Thy blood was fpih 
To wafli away my guilt. 
Lord, I will love thee. Shall I not? 

Beflirew that not. 
Twas deaths aeeurfed plot 
To pot that queftion ; Yes, I will. 

Lord, love thee Hill, 
In fpite of alt my ill. 
Then life, and love continue Aill 

We fliall, and wHl, 
My Ijord and I, until). 
In his celeltial bill. 

We love oar fill, 
Whea he hath pnt^ all mine UI. 



40. Vows broken and renewed. 

SAID I not fo, that I would fin no more? 
WiineiTe my God, I did ; 
ret I am run again upon the Tcore : 
My faults cannot be hid. 
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What fliall I do ? Make vows, and break them ftill i 

'Twill be but labour loft ; 
My good cannot prevail againft mine ill : 

The buf 'nelTc will be croft. 

O, iay not fo : thou canft not tell what ftrength 
Thy God may gjve thee at the length ; 

Renew thy vows, and if thou keep the laft. 
Thy God wUI pardon all that's paft. 

Vow.whilft thou canft: while thou canitvow.ihou 
may'ft 

Perhaps performe it, when thou tiiinkefi leaft. 

Thy God ha'th not deny'd thee all, 
Whilft he permits thee but to call : 
Call to thy God for grace to keep 
Thy vows i and if thou break them, weep. 
Weep for thy broken vows, and vow again : 
Vows made with tears cannot be ftiU in vain. 
Then once again 
I vow to mend my ways ; 

Lord, lay Amen, 
And thine be all the praife. 



41. Confulion. 

O! HOW my mind 
Is gravell'd 1 
Not a thought. 
That I can find, 

But's ravel 'd 
All to nought. 
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Short enda of threadj. 

And narrow fltreds 
Oflifo. 
Knots fiurled rolles, 

Loofe broken tufti 
Of cwifts. 
Are my torne meditations ragged cloathing. 
Which wound, and woven (hape ■ fute for nothing : 
One while I think, and then I am in pain 
To think how to unihink that thought again. 

How can ■aiy foul 

Bui familh 

With this food ? 
PJeafures full bowl, 

Taftes rammilh. 
Taints the blood. 
Profit picks bones. 

And chewes on ftonca 
That choak : 
Honour climbs Hills, 

Fats not, but fills 
With fmoak. 
And whilfl my thoughts are greedy upon thefe. 
They paiTe by pearles, and fioop to pick up peaie. 
Such walh and draft is fit for none but fwine: 
And fuch I am not. Lord, if I am thine, 
Cloath me anew, and feed me then afrelh ; 
Elfe my foul dies fiunilh't, and ftarv'd with flelh> 
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42. A Paradox. 

The vnrft the ietter. 

WELCOME mine health : this ficknefs makes 
Med'cinca adieu ; [me well. 

When with difeafes I have lift to dwell, 
I'll wifh for you. 

Welcome my ftrength : this weakneTs makes me able. 

Powers ad lew : 
When I am weary grown of ftanding liable, 

I'll wifh for you. 

Welcome my wealth, thii lofa hath gaia'd me more. 

Riches adiew : 
When I again grow greedy to be poor, 

m wilh for you. 

Welcome my credit: this difgrace is glory. 

Honours adiew : 
When for renown, and fame I fhall be forry, 

I'll wilh for you. 

Welcome content : this forrow is my joy. . 

Pleafures adieu: 
When I defire fuch griefcs as may annoy, 

I'll wilh for you. 

Health, ftrength, and riches, credit, and content. 
Are fpared belt, fometiroes, when they are fpent : 

I . .Goot^Ic 
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SickneOe and wnkncfle, lofle, difgracc, and forrow, 

Lend moll fomecimes, when they moA leem lo borron. 

Bleft be that hand, that helps by hnrting, gives 

By taking, by &>rfaking, me, rciieves. 

If in my &I1 my rifing be thy will. 

Lord, I will fay. The nar/e the bttUrftiU. 

I'll fpeak the Paradox, maintain thou it. 

And let thy grace fupply my want of Wh. 

Leave me no learning that a man may fee. 

So I m^ be a fchoUer onto thee. 



43. Inmates. 

AN houfe I had (an heart I mean), fo wide 
And full of fpacious roomes on every fide. 
That viewing it I thought 1 might do well. 
Rather than keep it void, and make no gain. 
Of what I could not ufc, to entertain 

Such guelb as came : I did ; But what befcl 
Me quickly in that courle, I figh to tell. 

A gueft I had (alas I I have her Ml) 
A great big-belly'd gueft, enough to fill 

The vail content of hell. Corruption. 
By intertaining her, I loft my right 
To more than all the world hath now in fight. 

Each day, each hour, almofl, (he brought forth oni 

Or other bafe-begot TranfgrelGon. 

The charge grew great. I, that had loft before 
All that I had, was forced now to fcorc , 

. A.oogic 
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For all the charges of their maintenance 
In doomes-da)' book : Whoever knew't would fay 
The leaft fumme there was more than I could pay. 
When firft 'twas due, befides continuance, 
Which could not chofe but much the debt cn- 

To eafe me lirft I wifli't her to remove : 
But {he would not. I fu'd her then above. 

And begg'd the Court of heaven but in vain 
To caft her out. No, I could not evade 
The bai^ain, which fhe pleaded I had made. 
That, whilA both lived, I Ihould entertain. 
At mine own charge, both her and all her train. 

No help then, but or I muft dye or fhe ; 

And yet my death of no availe would be : 
For one death I had dy'd already, then. 

When firft (he liv'd in me : and now to dye 

Another death again were but to tye. 

And twin [hem both into a third, which when 
It once hath feiz'd on, ne'r loofeth men. 

Her death might be my life ; but her to kill 

I, of myfelf, had neither power nor will. 

So defperatc was my cafe. Whilft I delay'd. 

My gueft full teem'd, my debts ftill greater grew ; 

The lefa I had to pay, the more was due. 
The more I knew, the more I was affraid : 
The more I muf'd, the more 1 was difmaid. 

At kfl I leam'd, there was no way but one : 
A friend mull do it for me. He alone. 
That is the Lord of life, by dying can 
I Aioojlc 
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Save men from death, and kill Cormplion : 
And many yean agoe the deed was done. 

His heart wm pierc'd ; out of hia fide there ran 

Sin» corrafives, reftorative* for man. 

Thij precious balm I bcgg'd, for pities lalce. 

At mercies gate : where Faith alone may take 
What Grace and Truth do offer lib'rally. 

Bounty faid, Come> 1 heard it, and bclicv^ ; 

None ever there complain'd but was relieved. 
Hope waiting upon Faith faid inftandy. 
That thenceforth I fliould live. Corruption dye. 

And fo {he dy'd, I live. But yet, alas ! 

We are not parted : She is where Die wm. 

Cleaves h& unCo me i^il), looks through mine eyes. 

Speaks in my tongue, and mufeth in my mind. 

Works with mine hands : her body's left behind. 
Although her foul be gone. My mileries 
All flow from hence; from hence my woes arife- 

I loath my felf, becaufe I leave her not ; 

Yet cannot leave her. No, Ihe is my lot. 
Now being dead, that living was my choice ; 

And {till, though dead, flie both conceives and bean. 

Many faults daily, and as many fears : 

All which for vengeance call with a loud voice. 
And drown my comforts with their deadly noife. 

Dead bodies kept unbury'd quickly llink 
And putrifie. How can I then but think 

Corruption noyfome, even morlifi'd i 
Though fuch flic were before, yet fuch to me 
She feemed not. Kind fools can never fee. 
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Or will not credit, until the/ have try'd. 
That friendly looks oft ialfe intents do hide. 

But mortifi'd Corruption lies immafkt, 

Blaba her own fecrec lilthinefle unaikt. 

To all that underfland her. That do none 

In whom the lives enibraced wick delight: 

She firil of all deprives them of their light; 
Then dote they on her, as upon their own. 
And Ihe to them fcems beautifiil alone. 

Bat woe is me ! One part of me is dead ; 

The other lives : Yet that which lives is led,. 
Or rather cairy'd captive unto fin. 

By the dead part. I am a living grave^ 

And a dead body I within me have.. 

The wotfe pari of the better, oft doth win : 
And, when I fhould have ended, I begin.. 

The fccnt would choke me, were it not that grace. 

Sometimes vouchfaftth to perfume the place 
Wiih odours of the fpirit, which do eafe me,. 

And counterpoife Corruption. Blefled fpirit. 

Although eternal torments be my merit,. 

And of myfclf Tranl^reffions oncly pleafe me, 
Adde grace enough, being revlv'd to raife me. 

Challenge thine own. Let not intruders hold 
Againft thy right, what to my wrong I fold. 

Having no ftate mj felf, but tenancy. 
And tenancy at vjill„what could I grant 
That is not voided, if thou fay, svaunt! 

O fpeak the word, and mate thefe inmates flee : 
Or, which is one, take mc to dwell, with, thee, 
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44- The Curb. 

PEACE, rebel thought : do'fl thou not know thj 
My God, b here? [King, 

Cannot hi* prdence, if no other thing. 

Make dice ibrbear ? 
Or were he abfent, all the Handera hj 

Are but hia fpyw : 
And well he knows, if thou fhould'ft it deny. 

Thy words were lyes. 
If others will not, yet I maft, and wiH, 

My felf complain. 

My God, ev'n now a bafe rebeUious thought 

Began to move. 
And fubtly twineing with me would have wrought 

Me from thy love ; 
FatR he would have me to believe, that fin 

And thou might both 
Take up my heart together for your Inne, 

And neither loath 
The others company ; a while fit ftill. 

And part again. 

Tell me, my God, how thb may be redrelt : 

The fault is great. 
And I the guilty party have conieft, 

I mull be beat. 
And I lefiile not punifhment for this. 

Though to my pain ; . . 
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So I may learn to do no more amiHe, 

Kor fin again : 
CorreA me, if thou wilt; but teach me then. 

What I ihall do. 



Lord of my life, methlnb I hear thee fay. 

That laboura eaf 'd ; 
T'he fiiult, that is confeft is done away. 

And thou art pleaf 'd. 
How can I fin again, and wrong thee then. 

That do'ft relent. 
And ceaie thine anger ftraight, as Toone as nu 

Do but repent t 
No, rebel thought ; for if thou move again, 

rU tell that too. 



45. The lofle. 

THE match is made 
Beivreen my love and me : 
And therefore glad 

And meriy now 111 be. 
Come, glory, crown 

My head ; 

And, pleafiires drown 
My bed 
Of thorns in down. 
Sorrow, be gone ; 

Delight 
And joy alone 
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Be£e 

My honey-Moon. 
Be packing now, 

Yoa comb'rous cares, and fears ; 
Mirth will allow 

No room to fighs and tearcs. 
Whilfl thus I by. 

As laviiht with delight, 
I heard one fay. 

So foob their friends requite. 
I knew the voice. 

My Lords, 

And at the noife 

His words 

Did make, arofe. 
I look'd, and fpy'd 

Each where. 

And loudly cry'd. 

My dear ; 

fiat none replied : 
Then to my grief 

I found my love was gone. 
Without relief. 

Leaving me all alone. 



46. The Search. 



WHITHER,oh! whither is my Lord departed? 
What can my love, that is fo tendcr-hearied, 
Forfake the foul, which once he thorow darted. 
As if it never fraartcd, ? 
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Mo, Care my love is here, if I could iind him ; 
He that iills all can leave no place behiDd him. 
Bat oh ! my fen/es are too weaJc to wind liiin : 
Or elfe I do not mind him, 

O no, I mind him not fo as I ought ; 
Nor feek him {o ag I by him vras fought. 
When I had loft my felf: he dearly bou^t 
Me, that w^s fold ibr nought. 

But I have wounded him, that made me Ibond ; 
Loft him again, by whom I iirll was found : 
Him, that exalted me, have cafi to tb' ground ; 
My fms his blood have drown'd. 

Tell me. Oh! tell me, (thou alone canft tell) 
Lord of my lite, where thou art gone to dwell : 
For, in thy abfence heav'n itfelf is hell : 

Without thee none b welL . 

Or, if thou beeft not gone, but onely hideft 
. Thy prefence in the place where thou abidell. 
Teach me the facred art, which thou provideft 

For all them, whom thou guidell. 

To feet and find thee by. Elfe here I'll lie. 
Until thou iind me. If thou let me dye. 
That only unto thee for life do cry. 

Thou dy'ft as well as I. 

For, if thou live in me, and I in thee. 
Then either both alive, or dead muft be ; 
At leaft I'll lay my death on thee, and fee 
If thon wilt not a^ee 
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For, though thou be the judge thyfel^ I hare 
Thy promife for it, which thou canft not wave. 
That who lalntion at thine hands do crave, 
ThoQ wilt not Jidl to fave. 

Oh ! leek, and find me then ; or ellc deny 
Thy truth, thyfelf. Oh ! thou that caaft not lye, 
Show thyfelf conftant to thy word, draw nigh. 
Find nte. Loe, here I lye. 



47. The Return. 

LOE, now my love appears ; 
My tears 
Have clear'd mine eyes : I fee 
Tiahe. 
Thanks, blelTed Lord, dune abfence was my hell j 
And, now thou art returned, I am well. 

By this I lee I muft 

not truft 
My joyes unco my felf : 
This flielf. 
Of too fecure, and too prefumptoous pleafure. 
Had almoft funk my Ihip, and drown'd my treafure. 

Who would have thought a joy 

So coy 
To be offended fo. 

So fuddenly away ? As if enjoying 

Full pkafore and contentment, were annoying. 
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Hereafter I had need 

Take heed. 

Jo^es, amongft other things, 

Hftve win^. 

And watch their opportunities of flight, 

CoDvertii^ ia a moment day to ni^t. 

fiutj b't enough tor me 

To be 
InAruOed tobewifef 
I'] rife. 
And read a le^hire uttto them that are 
Willing to learn, how comibrc dwels with care. 

He that hia joyes would keep 

Mull weep ; . 
And in the brine of tears 
And fan 
Muft pickle them. That powder will preferve : 
Faith with repentance ia the fouls conferve. 

Learn to make much of care : 

Arare 
And precious balfom 'tis 
Forbliffci 
Which oft refides, where mirth with forrow meei 
Heavenly jt^res on earth are bltter-fweets. 
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48. Inundations. 

WE ulk of Neahs AooA, u of a wonder; 
And well we may j 
The ScriptuTM fay. 
The water did prevailc, the hilk were under. 
And nothing could be feen but fea. 

And yet there are two other floods fuipafle 

That Sood, as &r. 

As heav'n one ftar. 
Which many men regard, aj little, as 
Tlie ordinari'ft things that are. 

The one u fin, the other is falvation ; 

And we mull need 

Confefle indeed. 
That either of them is an inundation. 
Which doth the deluge hi exceed. 

In Nedbs flood he and his hou&hold liv'd : 

And there abode 

A whole Ark-load 
Of other creatures, that were then repriev'd : 
All fa&ly on the waters rode. 

But, when fin came, it overflowed all. 

And left none free : 

Nay, even he. 

That knew no fin, could not releafe my thral. 

But that he was made fin for me ; 
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And, when lalvation came, my Saviours blood 
Drown'd fin again. 
With all its train 
Of cvil», overflowing them with good. 
With good that ever ffliall remain. 

O, let there be one other inundation. 
Let grace o'fflow 

In iny foul fo. 
That thankfulnefie may level with falvation. 
And foiTow fin may over-grow. 

Then will I praiie my Lord and Saviour fo. 

That AngeU fhall 

Admire mans fall. 

When they fhall fee Gods greatell: glory grow. 

Where Satan thought to root out oil. 



49. Sinne. 

SIN, I would ^n define thee; but thou art 
An uncouth thing : 
All that I bring 
To Ihow thee fiilly, fhows thee but in part. 

I call thee the tranfg;rellion of the Iiw, 

And yet I read 

That fin is dead 
Without the law; and thence its ftrength doth draw. 

I lay thou art the lUng of death. Tis true : 
And yet I find 

, .Google 
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Death comes behind : 
The work u done before the pay be due. 

I fay thoa ut the devils work ; Yet he 

Should much rather 

Call thee ^clier ; 
For he had been no devil but for ihee. 

What fluU I call thee then \ If death and devil, 

R^t underflood, 

Bcnamci too good, 
I'll fay chou art the quinKHence of evil. 



50. Travels at Home. 

OPT have I wilh'd a traveller to be : 
Mine eyea did even itch the fights to fee. 
That I had heard and read of. Oft I have 
Been greedy of occafion, as the grave, 
Tliat never fayea enough ; yet ftill was croft. 
When opportunities had promiTd moft. 
At laft I faid, what ciean'ft thou, vtand'ring elf. 
To ftraggle thus i Go travel firft thy felf. 
Thy little world can Ikew thee wonders great : 
The greater may have more, but not more neat 
And curious pieces. Search, and thou Ihalt find 
Enough to talk of. If thou wilt, thy minde 
Europe fupplies, and Alia thy will. 
And Affrick thine Affeftions. And if ftUI 
Thou lift to travel further, put thy fenfes 
For both the Indies. Make aa more pretences. 
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Of new difcoveries, whilll yet thine own. 
And ncareft, litde world ia ftjlt unknown. 
Away then with thy quadrants, compalTes, 
Globes, tables, cards, and maps, and minute glalles : 
Lay by thy journals, and thy diaries, 
Cloie up thine annaU, and thine hifiories. 
Study thy felf, and read what thou haft writ 
In thine own book, thy eonfcience. Is it fit 
To labour after other knowledge fo. 
And thine own neareft, deareft, fcif not know ? 
Travels abroad both dear and dang'roas are, 
WhiJft oft the foul payes for the bodies iarc : 
Travels at home are cheap, and fafe. Salvation 
Comes mounting on the wings of meditation. 
He that detb live at heme, and learn: ta imtii 
Gtd and him/elf, needetb n» further gc. 



51. The Journey. 

LIFE is a journey. From our mothers wombs 
As houfes, we let out : and in our tombs. 
As inna, we reft, til it be time to rife. 
rPwixt rocks and gulfa our narrow fbot-path lies ; 
Haughty prefumption and hell-deep dcfpair 
Make our way dangerous, though fcemiog fair. 
The world, with its inticements Heek and fly. 
Slabbers our fteps, and makes them Hippery. 
The flelh, with its corruptions, clogs our feet. 
And burdens us with loads of lulb unmeet. 
The devil where we tread, doth fpread his fnarea, 
And with Kmptadons takes u 
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Our fbotflepa sre our thoughts, our words, ontwoiis: 

Thefe carry us along j in thefe there lurks 

Envy, lufi, avarice, unbiiion. 

The crooked turnings to perdition. 

One while we creep amongft the thorny brakes 

Of worldly profits ; and the devil takes 

Delight to fee us pierce our fclves with foirow 

To-day, by thinking what may be to-morrow. 

Another while we wade, and wallow, in 

Puddles of pleafurc : and we never lin 

Daubing oatfelves, with dirty dam'd delights. 

Till feIf<begotten pain our pleafure in^ts. 

Sometiina we fcramble to get up the banks 

Of icy honoat ; and we break our raoks 

To Hep before our fellowa ; though, they fay. 

He foonell ^reth, that Itill leads the way. 

Somlimes, when others juiUc and provoke us. 

We ftir that dufi our felves, that ferves to choak us; 

And raife thofe tempefts of contention, which 

Blow us bcftde the way into the ditch. 

Our minds (hould be our guides j but they are blind: 

Our wills out-run our wits, or lagge behind. 

Our furious paJIions, like anbiidled jades. 

Hurry us headlong to th' infernal fhades. 

If God be not our guide, our guard, our fiicnd. 
Eternal death will be our journeys end. 
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52. Engines. 

MEN often £ade, when nature's at a Hand, 
And hath in rain try'd all her uCmoft ftiength. 
That art, her ape, can reach her out an hand, 
To piece her power's with to a fiiil length. 
And may not grace have means enough in ftore 
Wherewith to do as much as that, and more ? 

She may : flie hath engines of ev'ry kind. 
To work, what art and nature, when they view, 
Stupendoua miracles of wonder iind. 
And yet muft needs acknowledg to be true ; 
So far tranfcending all their pQw'r and might. 
That they Hand ev'n amawd at the light. 

Take but three inltances ; faith, hope, and love. 

Souls help'd by the perfpeftive glafle of &ith 

Are able to perceive what is above 

The reach of reafon ; yea, the fcripture faith, 
Ev'n him that is invifible behold. 
And future things, as if they'd been of old. 

Faith looks into the fee ret cabinet 
Of Gods eternal counfels, and doth fee 
Such myfteries of glory there, as Jet 
Believing hearts on longing, till they be 

Transfonn'd to the fame image, and appear 
So altered, as If themfelvea were there, - 
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Ftith can raife mth to heaTcn, or draw down 

Hesven to earth, make both extremes to meet, 

Felicitic and miTcric, can crown 

Reproach with honour, leafon fowre with Tweet. 
Nothing's impoffiblc to faith :-a man 
May do ail things, that be believes he cut. 

Hope founded upon &itb can raife the heart 

Above it felf in exp^Ution 

Of what the ibnl detireth for ita part : 

Then, when its dmc of tranfmigration 
Is delay'd longeft, yet as patiently 
To vrait, as if 't were anfwcr'd by and by. 

When grief unwieldy grows, hope can abate 

The bulk to what proportion it will : 

So that a large circumference of late 

A little center fhall not reach to fill. 

Nor that, which gyant-like before did ftrout. 
Be able with a pigmey's pace t* hold out. 

Hope can difpcrfe the thickeft clouds of night. 
That fear hath over-fpread the foule withall ; 
And make the darkeft Jhadows Ihine as bright 
As the Sun-beams fpred upon a filver wall. 
Sin-lhaken fouls Hope anchor-like holds ftedy. 
When ftorms and tcmpefta make them more than 
[pddy. 
X/)ve led by ^th, and fed with hope, u able 
To travel through the worlds wide wildemelle; 
And burdens feeming moft intoUerable 
Both to take up, and bear with chearfolnefle. 
To do, or fuffcr, what appears in fight 
Eztreamly heavy, bve will make moll light. 
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Yea, what by men is done, or TuKred, 
Either for God, or elfe for one another. 
Though in it felf it be much bleraiihed 
With many imperfefyoos, wliieh fmother. 

And drown, the worth, and weight of it ; yet, &1I 
What will, or can, bve makes amends for all. 

Love doch unite, and knit, both make, and keep 
Thing! one together, which were oiherwife. 
Or would be both divers, and diftant. Deep, 
High, long and broad, or whatfoever fiae 

Etemitie is of, or happinefs. 

Love comprehends it all, bee't more or leHe. 

Give Die this chree-fbld cord of graces then. 

Faith, hope, and love, let them poflefle mire heart. 

And gladly I'll refigne to other men 

All I can claim by nature, or by art. 

To mount a foul, and make it ftill Hand liable, 
Thefe are alone Engines incomparable. 




NOTES ON THE TEMPLE AND 

SYNAGOGUE. 

BY S. T. COLERIDGE. 

QEORGE HERBERT is a true poet, but a poet/u 
I gncr'a, the merils of whole poemi) will never be 
without i fympathy with the mmd and cha- 
\ nOa of the man. To appreciate tht> volume, 
it Ij not enough that the reader polTefles a cultivated judgment, 
cUIiical tafte, or even poetic fenfihility, unlefs he be likemJe ■ 
CAriJIiaB, and both a zealous and an oithodoi, both a devout 
and a devoi'utial, ChnJUao. But even thii will not quite fuffice. 
He muft be an affeQlonate and dutiliil child of the ChunJi, 
and Irom habit, convIAlon, and a conftiiutjanal ptedifpoSdon 
Co ceremonioulnels, in piety as in manner:, find het fbims and 
ordinances aids of rell^on, not biurcet of fomiality ; fbrrellgioa 
is the element in which he lives, and the region in which he 

The Church, &, rather, the Churchmen of England under 
the foil two Stuaits, have been charged with a yearning after 
the Romilh fopperies and even the Papiltic ufurpalions, but we 
Ihall decide more correflly, as well as more chariubly,if forthe 
Romilh and PapUtlc we fubftitute the Fatripi leaven. There 
even was (natural enough froiD their diftlnguilhed learning, and 
knowledge of ecdefiaftical antiquidei) an overrating of the 
Church and of the Fathers, for the firft five or even fix centu- 
riei; the lines on the Egyptian monks, " Holy Macariui and 
great Anthony" [p. aoi] fupply a ftiiking inllance and illuftra- 
tionofthis. 

P. u, laft ftania. I do not underftaod this ftania. 
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P. 39- 'My fldb begin unto my loal in pain.' Eichef amK- 
print, or a noriceible idiom of thi word ' bepn ? ' Yea ! ind i 
Toy beautiful idiom it i) ; — the 6r& colloquy or addrels of the 
flelh. 

P. 44. ' With iin ti3& and mofi paniculir ttufl,' Ik, l&ni 
l«w hiftorical fi€ki ib difficult of folution as tiic continuancef in 
ProteftintiJin, of thii inti-Scriptutal fuperflition. 

P. 5». ' This Tttfe marki that,' &c. The fpititual unity of 
the Bibles the order and coDnexion oTot^nic forms, in which 
the unity of life la fhown, though a> mdelj difpeifed in die 
world of the mere fight u the ten. 

P. 51. * Then, ai difperfed hetbi do matci 1 potion.' Some 
nulpiint. 
■f P. 85. 'A btic where,' &c. Neft. 
^ P. 90. ' DiiKnguilhed.' I underftand this but impetfeaiy. 
Kftinguilhed — they form an ifUnd ? and the next linei rein 
perhaps to the then belief that all fruits grow and are nourilhed 
by water? but then how U the afceoding fap " oui cleaolinefi?" 

P. ijS. 'But he doth bid us take his bloud&r wine.' Niy, 
the contrary ; take wine to be blood, and tbe blood of a man 
who died iSoo years ago. This is the &ith which even tbe 
Church of England demandi ; for Conliihllantiatioa only adJi 
a myfiery to that of Tranfubftantiabon, which it implies. 

P. 173. ' The Flower." A lUlkims foim. 

P. 175. ' The late-paft frofli tributes of pleafuie bring.' 

Epicritu! primus + Daayl + Trochee + a long monoTyUaUe, 
which, together with the paufe interreDing between it and the 
preceding trochee, equals i^ b u, hrta a pleaGng varie^ in the 
PentametM Iambic with rhymes. Ei, gr, 

Thl! late pilt Uo&t \ ti&vlis 3f [ pleafate [ bring. 
N.B. Firft, the difference between — >. | — and an amphlnu- 
cer — u — 1 and this not always or neceffarily arifing out of 
tbe latter being one word. It may even conGft of three words : 
yet the efleA be the lame. It is the paufe that makes the 
difTereace. Secondly, tbe expediency if not neceHity that the 
fiift fyllable both of the Daflyl and the Trochee Ihould be Iboit 
by quantity, and only long by force of accent or pofirion — the 
Epitrite being true Ingibi. Whether the laft fyllable be haig 
or fliort, the force of the rhymes renders indifferent. 
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P. 173. ' At if that iBtriiafacb aid ihlng.' Hid been no 
fuch thiiq. 

P. 179. ' Xfc« choice," la. Their, 

P. iSi. ' Ev'n in my imma light.' Fo«m«i'a. 

P. 199. 'That they in RwitlLalleicell.' I fluald not have 
exix^d Irom Hetbcn fo open ui avawal of Ronuniliii in die 
atticte o( merit. In the Cune fpitit a holj Macariiu lUid great 
Anthony, p. 101.' 

P. z36. ■ Although it be of tucb: Tucb rhyming to mvi, 
irom the Germaa inch, cloth; — 1 never met with it befoie, aa 
an EngliOi word. So I find flan for foliage in Sbinley's Hill, 
of Pbilolophy, p. 11. 

P. 301. * Though bifliDpe without prelhyteries many,' An 
inftance oi proving too nnicb. 

P. 301. ' To fev'nil perjons,' let. Funffions of timei, but 
not petfona, of neceflity ? %%, Biihop to Archluihop. 

P. 304, ' That he loves God, or heaven, or happinefi.' 
Equally unthinking and uncharitable j — I approve of them j — 



• The R.ev. Dr. Bills baa kindly fiirnilhed the following 
judicious remark, and which ii proved to be correfl, as the 
vimrd ie printed ■ heire' in the firft edition (1633). He fayi, 
** Let me take this opportunity of mentioning what a very 
learned and able ftiend pointed out on this note. The hSt ii, 
Coleridge has been nulled by in error of the prels. 

What otheta mean to do, I know not well, 
Yet I here teU, la. &c. 
Ibould be kier all. The fenfe is then obvious, and Herbert ii 
not made to do that which he waa the laS man in the world lo 
have done, nainely, 10 avow' Romanifm in the article of merit ;' 
on the contrary, he lays, aJthough I know not the intention of 
otben, yet 1 am told that there are who will plead their iree- 
dom fiom fin and the excellecce of their own deeds — not Co 
with me, when my account is called for, fo ^r hara laying 
claim to any merit, I Ihall at once tender the New Teltunent, 
by which we learn that Chrifl hath taken upon bimfelf our fina. 
Herbert does not avow the arride of merit ; he hean that fame 
do, but refolveB ' that to decline.'" 

, , .Google 
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butyct reinember Romin Catholic idoUtiy, and tlut it ori^ 
Dated in fuch high flown mftaphon u ihele. 

P. 304. ' The Sibluth, or Lord) Uly.' Make it Scnlt, ud 
lofe tlie ili)^t ; ot milu it thyme, and lofe the lenfe. 

P. 307. ' The NadnCy,' Ice. The only poem in the Sjna- 
gogue wliich pofleflet ftttic merit ; with a few clianges and ad- 
diliDiu thii woold be a ftiikidg poem. 

Mr. C propofei to fubftitate the following for the fiftfa D 
tlie eighth Bae ; 

To fheath 01 blunt one happy ray, 
Tiut wim new rplendoui from the day. 
Tbii day that gJTcs the power to rirc. 
And Iblne on heart! as well as eyea : 
Thii bitth-day of all fouls, when firil 
On eyes of flelh and blood did buifl 
That primal great lucific light. 
That layi to thee, ta us gm fight. 

P. 31G. ' Whitfunday.' The fpiritnal miiacle wis the de- 
fccDt of the Holy Ghoft: the outward the wind and the 
tongues; and fo St. Peter himrdf eiplain) it. That each indi- 
TJdiul obtained the power of fpealcing all languages, is neither 

P. 31S. ' All reafon doth tranfcad: Moft true { but not 
nntradia. Reafon ii to ftith, as the eye to the telefcopc. 



Mr, Coleridge, in hii Biographia Ijteraria, after quoting fome 
llanzas Iroin Chaucer's Troilua and Creflida, fays, " Another 
exquifite mafter of this fpeciei of ftylc, where the fcholar and 
the poet fupplies the material, but the perfed well-bred gentle- 
man, the expreffions and the arrangement, i> George Herbert. 
Al Irom the nature o/the fubjefl, and the too irequent quaint- 
nels of the thoughts, his " Temple ; or Sacred Poems and Pri- 
vate Ejaculations" are comparatively but little known, I Ihall 
extraO two poems. The iirll ii a fonnet, equally admirable lor 
the weight, number, and eipreffion of the thoughts, and for the 
fimple dignity of the language, (unlefs indeed a ^llidious talte 
Ihould obje^ to the latter half of the liith line) ; the leiond ii 
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3 poem of greater length, which I ha>c cliofen noC only fat the 
preTent purpole, but likewife u a ftriking example and illuftn- 
tion of an iffcraon baiatdei In a fiamer page of thefe tketches : 
namely, that the charaSeiiftlc &ult of oui elder poeta ii the 
reverTe of that, which diftlnguilho too many of out recent ver- 
fifietlj the one conveying the moft fantafKc thoughts In the 
moft cofred and natural language ; the other in the mofi lan- 
taffic language conreying the moft trlviil thoughts. The latter 
il B riddle of words ; the fbimer an enigma of thought). The 
one reminds me of an odd paflage In Drayton's Ideas : 

SONNET DC, 

As othet men, fo I myfelf do mufe, 
Why in this fort I wreft inTentJon fo ; 
And why thefe giJify meiafbori I ufe, 
Leaving the path the greater part do go ? 
I wUI refolve you : I am Italic ! 

The other recalls a ftill odder paflige in the ■■ Synagogue : or 
the Shadow of the Temple," a conneiled feiiei of poems in 
imitadon of Herbett^ " Temple," and in Ibme editions annexed 

O ! how my mind, la,, p. 313. 

Immediately after thefe bnrlelqiie paflagea, I cannot proceed 
to the txaa&t ptomiled, without changii^ the ludicrous tone 
of feeling by the inteipo6t)on of the three folloining Ilanias of 
Herbert's: 

VIRTUE. 
Sweet day, ftc. p. 1$. 

THE BOSOM SINNE. 
Lord, wth what care, Jkc. p. 3S. 

LOVE UNKNOWN. 
Deare friend, fit down, tK. p. i jt. 

Vide BiBgraflxa Uurara, vol, a. p. 9S. 

The beft and moft ferciblefenfeofa word is often that which 
is contained in its Etymology. The author of the Poemi (the 
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S]nugogae)> ftequeatly affixed lo Herben'a " Temple," pni 
the ori^nal puipoit of the woid InCegiity, in (he ibUawiog linct 
of the linirth Hanu of the oghdi poem j 

Next Co Sinceritr, remember fiill. 

Thou mufi refolye upoD I/itegrirj, 

God will have all thou halt, thy mind, thy will, 

Th; thoDghn, thy words, thy worbi. 

And again, after Ibme Teria on coDftancy and hanulity, the 
poem concludes with' — 

He that delirei to fee 
The lace of God, in hit religion muS 
Sncere, atin, conJlant, and humble be. 
Having mendaned the name of Herbert that model of a 
man, a gentleman, and a clergymaa, let me add, that the 
quainCnela of lame of Mi thoughti, not of his diSion, than 
wliich DOtUog can be more pore, manly, and unafieded, bai 
blinded modem tfaders to the great geneial merit of his poems, 
which ate Im the moft part eiquifite in theii Icind. 

Tbe Fritnd, »oL i. p. S3, edi^ 1837. 
To feel the full fbrse of the Cbrillian religion, it is pethapt 
neceflary, irys many tempera, chat they Should fiHt be made to 
leel experimentally the hollownefi of human friendjhjp, t> e pic- 
fiuQptuous emptineti of human hopei* 1 find more lublbmdal 
comfort now in pioui George Herbert's ' Temple,' which I ufed to 
read to amufe tnyfelf with his quuntnels — in fhort, only to laugh 
at — than in all the poetry fince the poems of Milton. If you 
have not read Herbert, I can tecommend the book to you con- 
fidently. The poem entitled ' The Flower' is efpedally af- 
fe^ng j and to me fuch a phiafe as " and relilh verfing," ei- 
pteflei a fincerity, a reality, which I would unwillingly exchange 
for the more dignified, " and ooee more love the Mufe" ten. 
and fo with many other of Herbert's homely phrafes. 
S. T. CoLiaiDM, 
h s later n W. Callini Efj. a. i. a. 
Da, iSlS. 



